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PLAYS Printed for, and Sold by, R. Wellington, at 


Dolphin and Crown the Weſi-end of St. PauPs Churchy 
aud B.Lintott, at the Poſt-houſe inthe Middle- Temple 


Fleetſtreet. 
| He Relapſe, or Virtue Loſt Lovers, | Antony and Cleop: 
in Danger. Love's a Jeſt, Diſappointment. 
Spaniſh Wives. | Plain Dealer, Fond Husband. 
Unnatural Brother. Brutus of Alba. Mithridates. 
Plot and no Plot. London Cuckolds. Cæſar Borgia. 
Younger Brother, or Amo- Sir Courtly Nice. Woman Captain. 
rous Jilt. Earl of Eſſex. ä Rival Ladies. 

Old Batchelor. uire of Alſatia. Wives Excuſe. 
Agnes de Caſtro. "I | for Love. | Bury Fair. 
Rover, or Baniſh'd Cava- Devil of a Wife. Orphan. 

ber. Lancaſie Witches. Novelty. 

Bulle à Wife and have a Cleomenes. Tempeſt. 

+ ee "We. 8 Don Sebaſtion- Caius Marius, 
Country Wife. Oroono ko: Chances. 
Rehearſal. Abdelazar. Don Carlos. 
Anatomifſt, or the Sham Do- Paſtor Fido. \ Friendſhip in F 

or. Country Wife. » Hamlet. | 
Cyrus the Great, or the Tra- Love for Money. Indian Emperc 
gedy of Love. Love's laſt Shift, or the Philaſter. 


Don Quixot in 3 Parts. Fool in Fafhion. - e 
Roman Bride's Revenge. Young King, or the Miſtake Martin Ma 


Country Wake. 8 . 
Neglected Virtue. City Heireſs, or Sir Timothy Virtuoſo. 
Phyrrhus King of Epirus Treat-all, " _ Virtue betray 
Very good Wife. Conqueſt of Granado, / Wild Gallant 
Woman's Wit, or Lady in Cheats. 7 Empreſs of 
Faſhion. : Titus Andronicus. Town-Fop, 
She Gallants. City Politicks.  Tawdeny. ” 
Sullen Lovers. Debaachee., Innocent Mi 
Humoruriſts. 1 perſerved. Impoſter d 
Mackbeth. Rival Queens. Trick to cl . + 
7 | Timon of Athens. Villain. The Double 
ES. : 4... -:* Oedipus. | Sir Antony Love, or the Richard the 
- | | Ibrahim the 13th, Empe-. _ Rambling Lady. Iſland Princ 
44) TRI rour of the Turks. Theodoſius. | Generous ( 
Fo TT Canterbury Gueſts | Princeſs of Cleve, _ 
15 uE Whole Works of that Excellent Practical Phyſician Dr.7 


A. Wherein not only the Hiſtory and Cures of acute Diſeaſes are t 
3h ell Diſcafes: Tranſlated from the Original Latin, by J. Pechey, M. D 
ol Phyſicians. | | | | | 
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Newly Publiſhed, The Art of Geterajng particularly in Religion, in Politics in Parla- 

men, _ Bench, and in the ah by Par Lich the the ill. Effects of Fate on the People in ge- 

neral, the King in particular, and. all. our Foren Affairs; GW well on our Credit and Trade in 

Peace or War. Printed for B. Lintott. © 
Scarron's Novels, viz. The Fruitleſs Precaution, the Hypoerce, the Innocent Adultery, the 
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Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Lord HALLIFAX, &c. 
NN 2 e, 


2 Li as D, 
HE only Excuſe I can \ have for laying 
ſo incorrect a Trifle before ſo nice a 
a 3 is the Character of your Lordſhip's- 
Generous Temper in Countenancing even tne 
n. of Ingenuity. 


ge. 


F 


Tis the firſt Eſſay of a Young FI” | 


that has but juſt reach d the Twenty FAO 
ear 


-Thc Epiſile Dedicatory. 
'Year of his Age, and the Product of Two 
Months Retirement taft Summer at a Pri- 
vate Village, where, having not the Oppor- 
tunity of any Converſation, I thought I 
cou d not employ my time better: But if 


ſome Friends 5 who N 
not preferr d it to my own Opin 
never appear d in Publick. 

For, a Man that thinks, in ker t to 
raiſe his Credit. by Writing, expoſes his 8 
by ſo hazardous an Enterprize, he ma 
well expect to raiſe his Means by buying 
Stock when tis got to the higheſt Value; for 
Senſe and Wit are as much out of Fillion, as 
Knavery and Hypocriſie are in : And, were 
it not for a few ſuch great Patterns as Your 
Lordſhip, twoud be a difficult matter to ſu 
port their Declining Heads. ry 
I) be greateſt Enemies to poetry, 1 take* to 

be ſome of the Graver ſort,” who affect Vi - 
and Morality,as much as they affect Wadi _ 
that buſtle mightily for Reformation, and 
_ woud fainattone their own Crimes, by ſup- 

preſſing the Vices of others, which they have 


it I had 
» I had 


8 OOO —— 11 ͤ e _ — 


Tbe E Fele Dedicater ry. 
no Pleaſure i in their taking : Such indeed may 
very well diſcourage Poets, knowing them- 
ſelves Subſtantial Characters, and may juſt- 
ly fear being drawn. I wou'd not excuſe any 
Immorality the Stage is Guilty of; but when 
Men ſhow ſo much Spleen, as to exclaim 
againſt a Play, without conſidering whether 
the Moral of it be Virtuous or Vitious, but 
becauſe it is a Play, an Author has not Juſtice 
done him ; and he that thinks to pleaſe thoſe 
whoſe Paſſions are above Reaſon, ought to 
ſtudy ſome nicer Argument than has been 
ever yet heard of, and what I can't pretend 
to. | | | 

There are others that run mightily upon 
the Gentility of the matter, and ſay, Poe- 
ry is ſcandalous to a Gentleman. I muſt 
confeſs, to write a ſenſible, witty thing, is 
not the Character of a modern Gentleman. 
But I believe ſuch Pretenders are rather afraid 
Poetry ſhou d grow more in Faſhion, and that 
Writing a Play ſhould become as Eſſential a 
Quality to compleat a Gentleman, as keeping 
a Miſtreſs, whereby a great many wou d for- 
feit that Ornament for want of Capacity. 


Poetry 


— — — — — — —— — — ” — —— I — — — 


The Epiftle De.:catory.. 
Poetry is as pretty an Accompliſhment as 
a Man can be Maſter of, when tis us d as a 
Diverſion, not a Buſineſs. Dramatick Poe. 
try is the moſt commendable, becauſe tis the 
moſt difficult; for he that pretends to that, 
muſt be well vers d in the different Humours 
of Mankind, and know how to draw a Man 
8 of Senſe as well as a Fool. But 1 ought not 
to enlarge on the Qualifications for Drama- 
tick Poetry, when I'm to give Your Lord +> 
and the World a Sample of that kind _ 
ſelf, leſt I ſhould prove defective in the x ra- 
ctice of what I aim to underſtand. 
I muſt own my ſelf obligd to the Town 
for the extraordinary Reception this Rough 
. Draught met with; tho I attribute it to For- 
* tune, and not Merit; and ought not to build 
any Vanity upon ſo uncertain a Foundation, 
when I conſider how many better Plays have 
. miſcarried, and that tis meerly Fancy ſwave 
= an Audience. 
BÞ But if your Lordſhip, whoſe Wit, 
| Judgment and Temper all admire, will 
| think it worth your Peruſal, and judge ſo 
. favourably 


— 


The Epiſt% Dedicatory. 

favourably of it, as to allow it ſhows any 

ching of a Genius, 'twill fatisfie the Height 

my Ambition. I hope your Lordſhip 

will pardon this Preſumption, the Deſign of 
which is only to ſhow how much I am 


My LO RD, 


Tour Lordſhig's moſt Devated 


Humble Servant. 
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Spoken by Mr. Wilks. bk 


| LF $ . 97 . N 
| 


A PP: pretend, they d fain your Hearts engage, | 
=... But want new Fools to furniſh out the Stage ʒ 
4 . And that, methinks, is odd, this fruitful Age. 
1 rather think, ſuch Poets are but Tools, 
And want true Skill to copy out new Fools; 
| For tho' a Man, moſt Days, ſome new Fool ſees, 
K | He muſt have Wit that draws that Fool to pleaſe. 
: eee ge 
PF M bere Nature has beſtom d a fertile Brain; 
4 And when we find our Genius entertains, 
* Applauſe cloes more than: doubly pay our pains. 
i But jet your Taſts ſo ſtrange of late we find, 
| New Authors have ſmall hopes to prove you kind. 
iF Nom tis not Senſe, and Wit beſt entertains, | 
' Nor what's writ moſt by Rule, moſt Favour gains : C 
| But he that has moſt Whimies in his Brains. 
| | For the French Modes are ſo much our Diſeaſe, 
; | That evn a Play muſt be Ragou to pleaſe ; 
i Derefore this Poet to ſecure his own, 
Seeing the various Humours of the Town, | 5 
Has got ſome Fancy to pleaſe every one. 
To gain the Court, he calls the City, Fools, 
Jo pleaſe the Citts, the Court he redicules ;| 
To win the Beaux, that nice ith' Box appear, 
He laughs at Gall'ry Things that Ape an Air, 
The Men of Senſe, there due Reſpe# he ſhows, 
And to divert their Spleen, preſents the Beaus ; 


1. 


Is ſhort, there's not one Fool in all this Town, 

But is by Character, or Saur, ſhowg, £ 

I my Mind, he has politickly done : "i 

For Fading how * — on _ . „ 

He has abus d you all, to p — Tn, 
hard to pleaſe—.-Let we 5 100 Ir, | 

455 with ſuch Variety, ſhou d miſs. = 
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AF mathe bd eee ae Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| - 3 M E N. 
11 Hat. Freeman, A Gentleman of an Eſtate, ſome- 


what Studious, and averſe to Mr. Toms. 
Marriage. 


| 3. Wilſon, His Friend and Companion, ans Mr. Mills. 


. 
-3 


Love with Lucia. 5 
Railton, A. Gentleman cheated of his E- 

. 4 {tate, and rails at all Mankind. 'F Mr. Wike. 
3 2 Inſti Gooſe, A Middleſex Juſtice of Peace, | 
1 Eo that lives by Extortion and Mr. J. 
[ „. Connivance. 
1 2 Quibble Impertinents of the Law, the) Mr. Bullock, 
| | 5 firſt a Pretender to Lucia. 0 hs 

| EE Mr.Penkethman. 


and 


WOMEN. 


=. 7as " Tremilia, A young , handſom , civilizd 
ES i Quaker, attempted to be = Mrs. Rogers. 
_- bauch'd by Railton. 


An Airy Lady, of a Good For- 
2 In Verbruggen 


Formerly k by Razton, paſ- 
ſes for bis Relation "Mrs. Oldfield. 


| Maid to Lucia, --Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtables, People brought before the u 
E Bal che Club, a Mask, Singers, Dance! 
tendants. 


The Grand SCENE, A Baurding- Hue. 
Time Twelve Hours, from about Ten in the Morning, 
| THE 


THE 


Humour of the A GE. 


— — — 
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ACT I. SCENE I. AGarden. 
Free. D 
How noble are thy Thoughts, how charming hy 
Expreſſions! 
Thy Rules are a yet inimitable, 
And the vain World-bluſhes at thy Greatneſs +- 
Cou'd Learning in this Age like thee excell, Ce 
Had Stateſmen but th 1 Eloquence, and nervous Senſe, 
Poets thy Fancy, and unerring Skill, 3 
And all Mark ind-æh y. Oeiable Nature, F 
In what Harmonious Order ſnou d we move ? rs 


- Enter Freeman with « Bool. 


Ivine 88 
Thou laſting Pattern of A — Soul, . 


Enter Wilſon. 


-——- 
= — 


mer Sande PILL. What art thou breakfaſting 
upon this Morning, Will ? Horace. He was a brave Fellow, 
faith, and lov'd his Bottle, and his Miſtreſs as well as the : 
preſent Poets. 

Freeman. But not ſo exceſſively, Ned, to deſtroy his Facul- 
ties, like the preſent Poets; Bacchas clevated his Wit, and 


B 1 


p — 
0 | 15 


Lydia made him write more paſſionately of Love. Wine, and 


Women with our Poets ſerve only to drown Fancy, and ren- 


der em more ſtupid. 

Wilſon. 1 muſt confeſs our preſent Poetry is very flat, yet 
never, ſo plentiful z but I rather believe it proceeds from natu- 
tural Dulneſs than Debauchery ; Poverty and Conceit have 


made half the Town turn Poets, tho the greateſt part of em 


are more proper for Characters; they are like Drones, that 
buzzing about the Town, repreſent Bees, but want their Stings, 
and the Bays as ill becomes their Brows, as an Ornament of 
State does a Lubberly Citizen. | X 
Freeman. The negligence of the Age, Ned, diſcourages 
Men of Parts to write: He that writes true Wit, is proud of 
his Performance, and conſequently vex'd to have Senſe repea- 
ted to a trifling Andience, that {light it for the impertinent a. 
ling of a Vizor-mask f beſides Mens Judgments are mil 
ecay d, and their weakneſs makes 'em condemn what's Sond 
their Apprehenſion. J Every Age declines, and where f5:wfier- 


ly a Man of Learning was ſcatter'd here, and there, 'tis now 
reckon'd a Happineſs to meet with reaſonable Converſati- 
ON. or Cf OT 

Wilſon. And yet every one pretends to Wit. 

Freeman. {Thats a Diſeaſe, which, Ike the Itch, Society 
ſpreads, and nothing but Experience cures ; Conceit, like 
Wind, has ſeiz d the empty Head, and Men convulfively ſtrive 
to utter what they want a Fund of Brains to yeild 3 Wit, at the 
belt, 15 but a ſounding Production, which HRE Rime, or Mu- 
ſick, flaſhes the Ear, but peirces not the Underſtanding : But 
modern Wit has not that force, Illiterature makes it | ,c016 
and want of Judgment improperly and prejudicially ap 
The Courtier puns upon his Prince, and is kick'd ou 
Place. The Poet wittily characterizes his Relations, and lo- 
ſes an Eſtate. The-pert Terre filius, at the Univeriity, thinks 
it diſhonourable, if he is not expell'd the Colledge for abuſing 
the Vice Chancelours. And the new faſhion Citizen, thats 
more Beau than Tradeſmen, wall rather affront his Cuſtomers, 
than-ſtifle a Jeſt, to loſe the Reputation of a Wit. » 

TS Wilſon. 


4 IR 
— ———— — — ns — 


— — — — — 
ö 
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(3) 

iVilſon. Nay, the Diſeaſe has ſeiz'd the Old too, as well as 
the Young ; The Judge puns upon the Bench ; The Parſon is wit- 
ty in the Pulpit ;, and the Alderman that's grown mervil 'y dull in 
bis old Age, breaks Jeſts at the Wardmote-Feaſt, to be thought 
witty by the Conſtables and Beadles. 

Freeman. Some are ſo diſeas d with Wit, and yet ſo barren 
of Subject, they even ridicule their own Profeſſions ; others 
quite frenzical beyond the Power of Phyſick, and their own 
Skill, rail at Wit it ſelf. | 
Wilſon. At other Folks Wit I grant you, Will; that's true 
natural Satyr; but for a Man to rail at his own Wit, wou'd be 
the moſt convulſive Strain I ever heard of. 

Freeman. No Ned, the fame Vanity that furniſhes Satyr a- 
gainſt another, provides Panygerick for one's ſelf aud the 

If aaa fem, wrote Us erſtanding lies only in the 
twiſting of a Neckcloath, that was never brought up to writg, 
and read, and is forc'd to ſet higMark to Receits of his Eſtate 
has nevertheleſs a very good Opinion of Bis awn Parts IR 
IF you are ſatyrically inclin d, here's Kaz/tor will divert you, 
an Original of Scandal. ; 
Wilſon. Poor Jack, I pity him; he has true Wit, and good 
Humour; but the genera! Abuſes he has met with, makes him 


Rail, and his open Diffidence of all Mankind, ſhows himſelf 
honelt. 


— 


Enter Railton in a Night-Gown. 


Railton. Freeman, and Wilſon dreſt already; ſure, Gentle- 
men, you were at ſome damn'd Presbyterian Club laſt Night 
that ſpend Nine-Pence a- piece, and diſperſe by Eight a Clock. 
Freeman. Tho we keep ill Hours in your Company, Jack, 
'twou'd not be reputable to do fo always. : | 
Railton. Reputation's a Feſt---- What have Men of Eſtates to 
do with Reputation. Let thoſe value the World's Cenſure, who 
want it's Aſſiſtance. A Gentleman ought to be free, careleſs, 
ang good Company. | 


B 2 Vilſon: 


— — > 


. — = 5 i 
* * I - 
r 


—_ —_ "4< — 
= ” ICS — _ * * » — = 
of — _ « 
— — . —— > A ks 2 3 r 2 * — * 5 R 
5 " "- 12 or Sham oo 245% 1 — — * 2 2 * 
— k b $A, a4 
4 — 8 6 of — Pr — 4 CI $a ones wv — * 
. " > 


. goo. » 5 wu, AMS - 
3 WIE 
. 


. 2 = . * — - 
og foot AC 


_— — 1 ; — — 


———— — —— — —— — — — 
— — — 
* 
. 
**. 
— 
. | 


Wilſon. But a Man may enjoy his Bottle and his Friend 


without debauching himſelf. 


Railton. What like Church-Wardens at a Veſtry, that con- 
tent themſelves with a broken Bottle the Parſon left on Sunday. 
Prithee be not ſo affected, the firſt Bottle, like the firſt enjoy- 
ment of a Miſtreſs, ſerves but to whet one's Appetite for a ſe- 
cond : No, no, whilſt Rino laſts, VII never limit my Inclina- 
tions; and let thoſe ſenſeleſs Fools preach up Sobriety, whe 
know not the pleaſure of a Debauch ; but Hypocriſie has ſpoil'd 
all good Fellowſhip, Faith ; formerly there were ſeaſons aſ- 
ſign d, when a Man might take his Glaſs freely. The Hoſpi- 
table Country Gentleman kept open Houle at Chriſtmas, and 
all the Pariſh were Drunk without Scandal. Country Juſtices 
at a Quarter Seſſions, and Aldermen at a City Feaſt, were openly 
as merry as their Officers; but now the World's fo nico - ++ 
Debaucheries, they are all perform d in private and th 


never go to Iaverns, but TL Night ac wi 


— 


Ather. s-Hauſes- F The Town's grown fo great an Enemy to 


even at the Parſon - Son - Feaſt. | 

Free. Tis a ſign the World's reforming, when Men conceal 
their Vices. 

Railton. Not at all, Will; for ſince the alteration of tlie 
Age makes em aſham'd to be publickly Vicious, privately they 
are more exceſſive The World's a perfect Maſquerade both 
in Pleaſure, and Buſineſs; every Man appears like a Sodomm- 
Apple, fair to the Sight, but rotten at the Core; and if the 
Town affords ſuch a Monſter as an honeſt Man, he ought to 
have more Eyes than Argus to guard himſelf ; D tne 
is a Varniſh to moſt Men's Actions, and if they ca 
the Publick with a gloſſy Outſide, their obliging 


will let em do any thing privately for their Intereſ:. + 


in publick Truſt now and then performs one Action with the 
niceſt Punctilio of Honour imaginable, that he may the more 
unſuſpected play forty knaviſh ones; ----and others, when 


* 


all publick Bowzings, that tis Tcandalous now to be Drunk 


their Knavery's diſcover'd, have the knack of ſcering a crack'd 


Reputation with publick Charities, and great Treats, ---- The 
| Trades- 


(5) 
Tradesman 1s at great pains to bawl out his Religion, and Ho- 
neſty in every Coffee-Houſe, which no body thought worth 


asking after, and ſubſcribes mightily to Lectures, that his little 


Cheats may paſs for Over-ſights,---- and an Alderman once 
paſs d the Chair is as Honeſt as if he had never got his Eſtate 
by Smuggling, and Extortion. | 

Wilſon. The Town, I muſt own, Jack, is inexcuſable; but 
'rwould be uncharitable to judge it ſo univerſally infamous as 
you repreſent it. 

Raiſton. You are like a Gameſter Ned, nothing but perſo- 
nal Grievance can convince you of the deceit ; I have ſuffici- 
ently experienc'd it, and can ſpeak demonſtratively.---- My Re- 
lations have cheated me of my Eſtate in Land, ---- and in pur- 
ſait of that, Lawyers have bubbl'd me out of all my Money. 
---- My Friends, whom in Proſperity 1 oblig'd, in Adverſity 
forſook me, and when I turn'd' Soldier, and fought coura- 
giouſly for my Country, I was ungratefully defrauded of my 
Pay ; ---- in ſhort, Thoſe whom I ever convers d with have 
all prov'd falſe to me, and I have reaſon to believe moſt Men 


\ Knaves, becauſe I never found any otherwiſe. But here comes 


old Gooſe, that ferreting, Rat-catching Middleſex Juſtice, that's 
as much fear'd by all the Strumpets, and Pick-Pockets about 


Town, as Church-Wardens are by a City Vintner in Sermon- 


time, when his Houſe is full of Prentices. 
Enter Juſtice Gooſe and a Servant loaded with Books. 


Fuſt. Gooſe. Carry the Statute Books into the Arbour, I muſt 
ſearch for an Act or two. Exit Servant. 
Railton. Good Morrow Mr. Juſtice, you are very buſie this 
Morning with your Acts of Parliament I ſee, but 1 fancy tis 
rather how to evade em than put em in Practice. 

Juſt. Gooſe. No, no, Mr. Railtor, tis we that execute em 
againſt ſuch lewd Rioting Sparks as you, that every day ſtudy 
to evade 'em. 

Railton. 1 muſt confeſs, Mr. Juſtice, you are mighty vigo- 


rous in obſerving the Laws, when nothing's to be got by 
; | 5 breach a 


— 


(6) 

breach of em, but a good round Fee wou'd make you ſwallow 

an Act as glib as a Cuſtard at the Seſſions Houſe Dinner. You 
that are the Miniſters of the Law uſe an Act ten times more 

{curvily than thoſe 'tis made againſt. We avoid it only to 

enjoy our Pleaſures; you make a Property of it, and for In- 

tereſt will ſtrain 1t to a thouſand Meanings, contrary to its real 

' Senſe, tho you prepar'd it. your ſelf ; I have ſeen a brace of 

Lawyers well daub'd, tug and hawl at the explanation of a 

Sentence which has been nothing to the purpoſe, ſnarling, 

and biting like a couple of Dogs at a bare Bone, till they have 

made the Act about Lunaticks and Idiots, applicable to the 

Court of Aldermen ; and that againſt Squibs, and Crackers, to 

ſigniſie the ſuppreſſing lewd Houſes. 

Juſt. Gooſe. You Libertines, Mr. Railton, are ve bi nnan 
our Laws, but ſhou'd we once get hold of you 

meanour, your Wit wou'd avail you little. 
 Railton. Very true, Mr. Juſtice, therefore we'll have w 

much Wit to keep out of your Clutches. 

Wilſon. But pray, Old Gentleman, what makes you Juſtices | 
ſo mighty ſevere upon the poor Doxies of the Town, that 
they can't exerciſe their Occupation freely. 

Freem. Tl tell you, Ned, perhaps the Juſtice in his Youth 
met with a Fireſhip, which has made him hot ever ſince : 
Ha, Dor, was you never in the Powdering-Tub? 

Juſt. Gooſe. You are miſtaken, Mr. Freeman, you judge o- 

thers by your own Lewdneſs ; the laſt Age was Sober and Vir- 

tuous, and not ſo debauch'd as this. | 2 

Railton. Why, if you had, Mr. Juſtice, twould be no 
Scandal at all to your Function; an old Sinner is the propereſt 
Perſon for a Juſtice of Peace; for being acqu aiim 
Intriegues of the Town, he knows better how t 
Office. | = | | 

Freem. The Juſtice underſtands his Place no doubt. 

1 Gooſe. Why, look you, Gentlemen, I don't pretend 
to be a»Wit as you are, but I hope you'll allow me to under- 
and the Law. | 


* 
4 
* 
# 
5 
> 
& 
3 
. 
4 
1 


but what then? 


70 
Man 


poor Juſtice. .  Railton.. 
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Railton. The more for not being a Wit; 1 never knew a 
Lawyer a Wit in my Life ; Wit, and a Law are as oppoſite as 
the Elements; for the Law, you know requires a prodigious 
Memory. But hark ye, Juſtice, what may you make a Year of 
your Commiſſion? / 

J. Gooſe. Make a Year of my Commiſſion, Mr. Railton ? 
Why, I hope, you don't think Luſe any indirect means in my 
Office ; you don't take me to be Mercenary, do you? 

Railton. No, no, no more Mercenary than a Gang of Bay- 
2 upon an Arreſt. Had you ever your Picture drawn, Ju- 

ice? 
J. Gooſe. Yes, I have my Picture hangs up at Hicks's-Hall - 


Railton. Why Tl give you a Paragraph to write under it. H 
In the firſt Place you ferret out all the lewd Women, Pick- , = 
ockets, and other Villains of the Town, not to ſuppreſs em, 4 
22 to extort ſo much a Quarter for Connivance, which, if 
they fail to pay, you commit em; and they ſuffer more for 
their Poverty than their Vice; and under pretence of Juſtice, 
you act all the moſt exorbitant things imaginable ; when Seſfi- 
ons comes, you go to the Old-Bayly, like Cyphers, to make 
up a Court, and ſay nothing; you ficep over Juſtice till Din- 
ner, then devour like Hounds upon a hunting, and afterwards 
with two or three toping Aldermen, get drunk at free-coſt. 
You have as much. Impudence, and as little Underſtanding as: 
your Brethren the Grand- Jury; ho more Hononr than an Iriſh 
no more Honeſty than a Cheapſide-Tradeſman, and no 
more Religion than a canting Elder of a Phanatick Congrega- 
tion or a Puritanical old Whore, that fits whining upon the 
Pulpit Stairs. 
J. Gooſe. Let me tell you, Mr. Railton, you're a Saucy Fack ; 
a Juſtice of Peace is an Honourable Repreſentative of the Kings 
Perſon, and ſuch ſcandalous, impudent, lying Coxcombs as 
you that abuſe ein, ought to be laid by the Heels. | 


i [Exit Gooſe in a Paſſion. 
All. Ha, ha, ha. | | 


Railton. The old Toſt's nettl'd. 
Wilſon. Faith, Jeck, thou wer't a little too ſevere upon the 
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for ſhe ſeems to have Virtue. of 
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Railton. Not at all, Ned; a Knave cannot be too ſcurrilouſ- 
ly abus d. Were he a Man of Morals, he'd laugh at it; for 
tis only People that are touch d grow cholorick at Satyr. He's 


à Pattern of the World, Gold is the general Idol, and Men of 


all degrees are tainted with the Itch of Gain. But to alter this 
Diſcourſe? What progreſs, Ned, have you made in your A- 
mour? _ | 

Wilſon. Why Faith, Jack, little enough; Lucia is very eaſie 
of Acceſs, and very fanuliar in her Diſcourſe ; but as for any 


other Love-Favours ſhe * encourages me to ho 


Railton. She conſiders Marriage requires a 25 Temper, 
and tis but prudent to try your Conſtancy before- hand. 
Milſon. But ſhe's ſo unſettl'd in her Temper, I know not 
how to addreſs hers if I talk ſeriouſly of Love, ſhe laughs at 
me, and. tells me I look as dull as a Recorder pafſins &»+-—-- 
and my Diſcourſe gives her the Spleen ; and if! 

Love into her, ſhe's too hard for me at Repari 
ſhe admits me for a Conveniency to Squire her to „, Law, 
and the Park; but truly ſhe ſees nothing in our Sex ſo taking 


do be in Love. 


Keuilton. Her affected Negligence is but to diſcover the Heat 
of your Paſſion ; and you may aſſure your ſelf, when a Lady 
appears publickly with a Man, ſhe does not deſpiſe him. 

_ Wilſon. But what Succeſs have you with the pretty Quaker? 

Kailton. Faith, none at all yet; but I don't deſpair, ſhe's a 
civiliz d Quaker, that -admits, all the Vanities of her Sex be- 


ſides Dreſſing ; and I havetherefore-reaſorrto- thin tie 


ſome of her Sex, ſhe Il be a little more civiliz d. — 


Wilſon. I believe, Jack, you'll find it a difficult ma 
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Railton. Appearance is nothing; I'm ſure 


tune. and I can hardly have ſo ill an Opinion 
' ſtanding, to think ſhe'll: build any 5 th virtue in this 
Age; but if ſhe ſhou d, I ſhan't be much 


ad; my Sto- 


mach is not fix d upon one Diſh, like and if I can't 
ha ve a Capon in the Pit, I muſt take uu a Mutton Chop 
| | "ans OO 


99 
in the Eighteen-penny-Gallery : but Freeman here's a Woman- 
hater, and is neither for Marriage, nor Variety. 

Freem. If you bring that Scandal upon me, I ſhall grow 
more Cholorick than the Juſtice, I have as great a Reſpect for 
the Sex as either of you; but Women of the Town are dan- 
gerous, and for Marriage, I doubt my conſtancy too much to 
attempt it; I wou'd not make my ſelf uneaſie, nor any Lady 
unhappy ; Study has my Affection, and a Book affords more 
Variety of Charms than any Miſtreſs. 

Railt. Shou d all Men be of your Opinion, Will, the Wo- 
men wou'd take up Arms; but you talk illogically; no 
Man's Diſcretion Arms him ſo ſtrong againſt Nature, but he's 
ſubdu d one time or other. 
' Wilſ. Shall we walk in, Gentlemen; the Ladies are come 
down by this time. | 

Freem. With all my Heart. 

Railt. TIl flip on my Cloaths, and follow you inſtantly. 

[ Exennt Railt. one way, Fr. and Will. another. 


SCENE II. A Hall. 


Enter Miranda, and Tremilia. 


Mira. J Admire, Tremilia, the decency of thy Dreſs, and wiſh 
Cuſtom wou'd allow it more General. 

Trem. Cuſtom, Miranda is the greateſt Argument of Folly, 
every Age ought to correct the Errors of the former, or Ex- 
perience is of no improvement. The ſuperſtitious niceneſs of 
dar Party is as blamable, as the exceeding Airineſs of yours, 
which I avoid in a Medium. The Park, and the Wells are 
innocent Diverſions, but the extravagancy of Dreſs is an excu- 
fable Pride. I that have no Fortune, ought not to make ſo 
great an Appearance; you that have, have no occaſion for it. 

Mira. All Judicious People, Tremilia, muſt be of your O- 
pinion, but tho' many approve a Wo Retormation, the Ma. 
| f "mM * 
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lice of the Age always counts thoſe rediculous that firſt uſher 
it in. | $ 
Trem. Tis a ſign the World's very deprav'd, when it redi- 
cules a good Example ſo univerſally, there's none to keep thoſe 
in Countenance that ſet it. 


o "7 


Ent er Lucia and Pert. 


Lucia. Thou art a malicious Wench, Pert; yet I love thy 


Malice, becauſe tis diverting; pray encourage the Coxcomb, 
twill make us ſport. | : 

Pert. I have ſooth'd him ſufficiently already, Madam; when 
he mention d it, I told him his Love prov'd very Sympatheti- 
cal, for J had heard you ſpeak favourably of hin 

Lucia. Rediculous Well, tis a ſign the en 
duc d very low, when they become the Jeſt of 
maids. Fg 

Mira. You are pleas d this Morning, Lucia; pray what may 
occaſion it. 

Lucia. A Trifle, Miranda; one Quibble, a Lawyer's Clark, 


that lodges in this Houſe, I ask d him, as paſs d by me laſt 


Night, what was a Clock, and he conſtru'd it ſo generouſly, 
he has ſollicited my Maid already to introduce him. 


Mira. Tis like the Vanity of that Sex, to interpret every- 


thing to their own Advantage, tho meant never ſo contrary. 
Trem. If they knew their own prepoſterouſneſs, I fancy 


they d hardly be ſo vain. 


Lucia. But that's impoſſible, Tremilia; the moſt frightful 
Creatures are always the moſt vain ; and I have ſeen a contem- 
ptible Dwarf Animal, more crooked and defc 2 
powder as high, and expoſe himſelf without t | 
as much aſſurance, as a Perſon of the fineſt Syn S- 
ble. 4 wg | 

Mira. And yet they blame our Sex mightily for Vanity. 

Lucia. So they do one another; but every individual Cox- 
comb thinks his own Accompliſhments beyond his Vanity; 
Self love, and Malice, make a Man rail at another * thoſe 

5 xtrava- 


Ta) 
_ Extravagancies he thinks modeſt Ornaments in him and there's 
many a Side-Box-Beau laughs at my Lord Foppington upon the 
Stage, when he's dreſs d ten times more rediculouſly himſelt. 
Tremilia. And for their Underſtanding, I don't find they fo 
much exceed us. A Woman is quicker at Repartee, and hap- 
pier at Invention; and in a Body the Men are fo very opinio- 
nated, they are always jarring, and their Councils produce no- 
thing. | OR 
Lucia. Why truly, Ladies, 'tis more Cuſtom than want of 
Capacity excludes ns from buſineſs, and gives them an impu- 
dent Dominion ; and I fancy Providence, conſidering the dul- 
. neſs of the Men, allow'd them the Advantage of a more liberal 
Education, that Study and acquir'd Learning might make 'em 
equal to the Womens natural Parts. 


Mira. Yet after all they are Rediculous Conveniencies a Bo- 
dy can't well be without. | 


Enter Railton, Freeman, and Wilſon. | 


Rail. So, here's the Comittee of Ladies, and my wile Co- 
zenQhait-womay; pray, Madam, what important Aﬀair were 
you debating? 


Mira. Nothing of very great importance, Sir; we were tal- 
king of your Wits.  - 2 15 „ 
Nail. Ti kind, Ladies, to talk of us however, Oe L be- 
lieve you were rather railing, than prarfing our Wit. | 

Lucia You are conſcious, Sir, of your own Defect, and 
pk we can't juſtly allow you much. Re, 

Wilſ. Rather jealous, Madam, of your good Natures, that 


fume all the Wit to your ſelves, and won't allo us what we 
deſervʒe. Ale nnn | | 


Trem. Tis pity, Sir, we ſhou'd rob you of your Deſcrts 
when they ate ſo very fall. oY 


Hen. Tis you, Ladies, that occaſion the ſmallnels. of em, 
We Have Wit cvongh till we fall in Love, then you may 
Oe Us Fouls and nnd both, 


C 2 | Lucia 
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Lacia. Is Love then, Sir, a ſign of madneſs? _ 

Freem. Certainly, Madam, when we cringe, and court a La- 
dy that receives our Love coldly, if after a ſhort Reſerv dneſs 
vou d return Love for Love, then we ſhould regain our Wits. 
Lucia. But if Love, Sir, be an Argument of Madneſs, 'twou'd 
be too hard a Purchaſe to redeem your Wits with the loſs of 
our own. ; e 

Wilſ. No, Madam, Reciprocal Love is no Madneſs, an A- 
greement of the Soul ſtifles all diſturbance. 

Lucia. Cou'd we be aſſur d of your Conſtancy, Sir, there 
might be ſomewhat in that; but to be too credulous in this 
Age, wou'd be no great Argument of our Wit. 

Railt. Why, Madam, d'you take incredulity to be a ſign of 
We? 

Lucia. No, Sir, but your general inconſtancy makes Credu- 
lity a Sign of Folly. | | 
| Wilſ. Why truly, Ladies, I believe, that Notion of Incon- 

ſtancy is occaſion d more by your Jealouſie than our Guilt. 
Mira. But twas your guilt, Sir, firſt created that Jealouſy. 
Wilſ. Rather, Madam, Jealouſy created the Guilt; for when 
a Man knows he's ſuſpected of a Crime ; he-genertty Mires 
the Enjoyment, ſince he muſt endure the repfraclzʒz- 

Trem. But is that a Means, Sir, to cure Jealouſy by actually 


_ committing a Crime you were only ſuſpected of. ; 


Milſ. The beſt, Madam; for when you ſee the effect of an 
unjuſt Suſpition, you'll have a Care of being Jealous, leſt you 
create a ſecond Commiſſion. wh | 
Tem. You go a very bad way, Sir, to heal a Wound by 
making a wider. 3. 2 


Euter Servant. 
Serv. Gentlemen and Ladies, the Lodgers wait. 


Lucia. We ll end this Diſpute at Dinner. [Exeunt. 
'  -  Railton. My dear, pretty Quaker, my Lo conſtant— 
N [ Railton 111; 4k Tremilia. 


1 
Tremilia. As Lightning that expires wfth a Flaſh. 

Railton. But thou haſt Beauty enough to feed even Incon- 
ftancy it ſelf; every Look, every Glance affords ſuch an inſi- 
nite Variety of Charms. 3 

Tremilia. You are mad indeed, I think. [ Struggling. 

Railton. Thoſe that can gaze on thee with Senſe, diſcern 
not half thy Luſtre ; ſuch Madneſs is the Quinteſſence of Plea- 
fare, and they that live by their Wits, wou'd part with 'em 
for ſuch an Extaſie of Diſtraction. 

Tremilia. You grow outragious ; I muſt have a Care of In- 
fection. | [Gets from him, and Exit. 


Railton. Affected Coyneſs feigns a feeble Courſe, 
And only ſtrives to be {ubdu'd by force: 
Tho' Nature for ſome time ſhe may Abuſe, 
Virtue ne're flies ſo faſt as Love purſues. [ Exit. 


The End of the Firſt AR. 
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ACT II. Scene continues. 
Emter Railton and Juſtice Goole. 


Rail. Marrs come, Mr. Jultice, Friends ſhou'd never quar- 

rel about a Jeſt. But tis the Way of the World, 
Men can bear being flatter d, but not degraded; which, 1 
think, is the greater Affront. 

Juſt. Gooſe. But an Abuſe, Mr. Railton, is no Jeſt. | 

Railton, Nothing but meer Railery ; you know my Tem- 
per ʒ I always allow my ſelf a Liberty of Speech. 

Gooſe. I love a Jeſt over my Bottle as well as any Man; 
but dis againſt the Rules of Mirth and Society to jeſt with 
People preſent. 

Railton. I am under Correction, Mr. Juſtice, and muſt con- 
feſs, the true way of Jeſting is upon abſent People; becauſe 
| ſometimes a Jeſt undeſignedly proves a Truth, and that puts 

'Company out of Humour, and ſpoils the circulating of the 
Glaſs : As, To call an Alderman Cuckold; ; why, tis highly 
provoking : ; but to tell him his Neighbour 3 is one, makes him 
as merry as can be. 

Juſt. Gooſe. Right : And yet one may joke with People pre- 
1 em too: As, when we get together at 
Hicks' -Hall, a Woman perhaps is brought before us for a By- 
blow : ; why, ; we are witty upon one another, and « cry. Mo- 
ther, had not you an hand there, ha? And yet ats no A. 
front. 

Railton. None at all, Mr. Juſtice ; there can be 0 /\iuront 
in a parcel of Old Dons bantering one another bout a By- 
blow, when they are twenty Years paſt getting o dyec 

cher reat deal of Wit in the Jeſt too. 
3s IA Well, tis a great Happineſs to Vit and 


: Judgment both. I have banter d People ever uſe, and 
yet 


N (150 
yet have expreſs d my ſelf fo wittily myſterious, they have 
not underſtood my meaning. 5 | 
ERailton. All Men of Parts, Mr. Juſtice, talk unintelligibly; 
and I have heard ſome ſpeak ſo intricately fine to amuſe other 
People's Underſtandings, they have ſaid things beyond their 
own. 
. Juſt. Gooſe. But my Satyrical Days are gone; and a Pun or 
two now and then to divert my felt, ſerves my turn. 

Railton. That's the moſt faſhionable Wit, Mr. Juſtice ; for 
moſt Mens Wits now-a-days pleaſe themſelves better than other 
People. 

Juſt. Gooſe. But there's one thing, Mr. Railton, you muſt 
oblige me in, before we are perfectly reconcil'd yet. 
| Relton, With all my Heart, Mr. Juſtice ; what is it? 
Juſt. Gooſe. To be my Advocate to your fair Cozen Mi- 


randa. 

Railton. Ha! my Couzen Miranda ! That's a difficult Task 
indeed: I wiſh you have not put me upon an Impoſſibility. 
She has Beauty, Wit, and good Fortune ; and Women with 
thoſe Ornaments ſeldom care to match ſo unequally. 

., Juſg. Gooſe, Such inconſiderate things perhaps as Lucia here, 
that's thy Counter-part at Railing, may like a Gay Coxcomb 
of her own Temper, that pleaſes her with rediculing Peo- 
ple, when he's a Compound of every thing that's ridiculous, 
Uimſelf: But I take Miranda to be a Lady of more Diſcre- 
8 GK a as 1 
Reuailton. Let me conſider, Mr. Juſtice; I have heard her 
indeed blame the Weakneſs of ſome that ruine themſelves by 
marrying young airy Spendthrifts, rather than Men of Diſcre- 
tion, that know how to manage their Eſtates : But whether 
_ To great a Diſparity. of Years will not be a fatal Objection, I 
„ eee e 
| Fn (Gooſe. None at all, Mr. Railton; the older I am, the 
leſs Reaſon ſhe'll have to be jealous ; for I ſhall exhauſt my 
F is ſo much with her, there will be none left for other Peo-— 
Ple. Ap Ts «7 „„ + ie 5 


Railt. 
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Railt. But, Mr. Juſtice, the moſt material Queſtion is, whe- 
ther you'l! have Fire enough for her. ba 
J. Gooſe. I warrant you, Mr. Railton, I'm as brisk, and vi- 
gorousat Fifty, as ſome are at Twenty; ſhe1l have no Reaſon 
to complain. 

Railt. Well, Mr. Juſtice, Tll promiſe you my Endeavours, 
be you but politick your ſelf. Hark! I hear her coming down; 
d'you retire, and as I find her Humour, I'll propoſe the Mat- 
ter. ; 

J. Gooſe. But do t effectually, Mr. Railton, and tell her I am 
not ſo old as ſhe takes me for. I only let my Beard grow a 
little longer than ordinary, that I may look wiſe upon the 
Bench. | | | [ Exit. 

Railt. Ha, ha, ha, you need not doubt the Effect, old Gen- 
tleman ; what Pains he takes to perſwade me to do a at 2, 
have been above this Twelve-month contriving to b-+:; -- 


bout. | | 


Enter Miranda. 


Mira. So, my wiſe Cozen. ; 
| Railt. Coꝛen in Publick, my Miranda, but privately my 
Life, my Soul, and all the endearing Titles of Lovers. 
Mira. Formerly, Mr. Railton, thoſe Titles were moſt ſuita- 
ble to our Inclinations; but now our Indefferency may make us · 
paſs for Relations. Z "inn | = 
EReilt. That I ſuppoſe is to hint the want of my uſual Gene- 


roſity;; but the World has been too deceitful for my Happi- 


neſs ; yet ſince I cannot maintain thee like my wonted Mi- 
ſtreſs, I have taken care to provide thee a Husband wit! 
"45 3 den 58 
Mira. An Eſtate is an acceptable Convenience to fee 
Vanities of Life, and often proves a Demonſtration of Love; 
yet Love, the ſupreameſt Power, loſes its Prerogative when 
tis ſo ſordidly baſe to be ſubdu d by Gold. | 

Railt. Conſtancy, Miranda, to an adverſe Lover, ſhows 
the higheſt Gratitude ; but 'twou'd be brutiſh in me to let a 
| Flower 


a 6 oY YO YT A AG . boat er em k r 


: .C1>) 
Flower I have gather'd fade for want of that natural Supply 1 
have not Power to grant; nor cou'd I bear to ſee Neceſſity 
render thee a mercenary Proſtitute to every loath'd Embrace. 
In ſhort, our Conduct has hitherto conceal'd our . Familiarity, 
and the old Juſtice here obſerving a wiſe Reſerv'dneſs, which 
you. have politickly intermixt with Gayity, is in love, and has 
ſollicited me to interceed. So far the Cheat has proſper'd, and 
if you can but diſſemble a little longer, you'll make me eaſy, 
and your ſelf happy. 
Mira. But how muſt I manage the Matter ? X 
Railt. With the greateſt Facility imaginable : I have already 
ſooth'd him with a Fortune; you are only to interweave In- 
couragement with Coyneſs, and as far as Diſcretion will per- 
mit, give no Delay, leaſt a Diſcovery fruſtrate the De- 
hs >» | Jo Rees | | 
Miranda You need not fear my performance; Diſſimula- 
tion is the Maſterpeice of our Sex, and we never exert our 
Faculties, but in an Intreague And has the old Kicks the 
Vanity to think any Woman of Beauty or Fortune cou d fancy 
his wither'd Carcaſs? e TR | 
|  Railton. Shou'd Age make any alteration in Vanity, 'twou'd 
diſcountenance the Vanity of Youth, Fools are vain in all A- 
ges, their Eſtates are a bait for the Poverty of Wits to catch at. 
and their Ignorance and Vanity give Men of Senſe a greater 
Opportunity to exerciſe their Parts, : 
1 Miranda Well, tis the general Fortune of us Miſtreſſes, 
when you Men of conqueſt have robb'd us of a Woman's only 
Treaſure, to be match'd to ſome ſuperannuated Dotard to be 
the Garniture of a City Feaſt. | 
5 Railton. Moſt reaſonable; ſince tis a Jewel they can neither 
take nor miſs; a Flower that retains it's Beauty, tho' it has loſt 
it's Fragrancy, is of the ſame Value to thoſe that want the 
Senſe of ſmelling. But this Room's to publick ; ſhou'd any 
one over-hear us, it might prove fatal ; we'll retire, and con- 
ſult farther. | ¶Exeunt. 
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Enter Quibble, and Pun. 


QLuibble. There was a World of Company at Lambeth-IWells 
Yeſterday, Pur. | 
Pur. Ay, Quibble, but 'twas ſtrange Stuff 
Quibble. 50 much the better, Pun; that gave an advantage 
to Our Appearance. 
'* Pun. But where's the Gaisfattion, Quibble, of ſhowing our 
ſelves to the Mobb. 
Quibble. Oh, a great deal; the Mob are very good Judges; 


ſides one had better be admir'd by them, than by no Body ; 


for if we go to Tunbridge or Richmond, where People are 
dreſs d better than our ſelves, we look as infignificantly as a 
couple of Tom Tits amongſt a 1 of Gold: finches. 

Pur. But if we frequent thoſe common Places too g 
Ryibble, every Prentice ſcrapes Acquaintance with al. | 
and tis a horrid Shame, that every little Fellow ſhou' d 
himſelf into Gentlemen's Company. 


Quibble. Nay, the World is grown very impudent; and 


thoſe ſtrange Creatures imitate us in every thing, one can't have 
aLac'd Hat, a rufffd Shirt, a pair of Clock Stockings, or red 
topt Shoes, but every City Prentice muſt follow us; and the 
Town wou'd make no diſtinction, if we had not Airs beyond 
em. 
Pun. Well, tis a fine thing to fave: a od Air, and 1 fancy 
if we had but long Wiggs, we ſhould be taken for Perſons of 
Quality, and make as audacious a Figure in the Side· box as any 
of them. 
Quibble. I wonder, what made my Father put 
an Attorney, unleſs he had a Mind I ſhou'd che 
of my Relations: A Green Bag is the moſt pro | 
and gives me the Spleen intolerably ; ànd I have loch a atm 
ral Averſion to the Law, I had as live ſee the Devil as an old 
Serjeant, or any one that belongs tot. 
Pax. But here comes Mrs. Pert, Quibble, now for your Mi- 


ſtreſs. 


Nierk tn 


Enter 


Tr 
(19) 


Erter Pert. 

a Quibble, Your Servant, Mrs. Pert ; how does your Lady 
Ox: , 

Pert. She was very well, Mr. Suihle, till you diſcompos'd 


her: She fays, you are the mou genteeleſt, well-bred 
5 ſhe ever ſaw ; and ſhe admires Mr. Pun mightily 
for his Wit. 


Quibble. She's a great Judge, indeed Mrs. Pert; for Pur 
as Wit ; but for my Gentility, I believe ſhe does "but flatter 


W. People muſt not praiſc themſelves, Mrs. Pert; but Quib- 
ble is Genteel. 


Quibble. And when ſhall J have the Favour to ſee * Lady 
p ately, Mrs. Pert? 


Pert. She ſays, Sir, ſhould Mr. Wilſon know. you are his Ri- 
al, it might breed a Quarrel ; for he's very paſſionate ; and 


ne knows you are a Man of Courage; but ſhe'll contrive 


ome way to' admit you, and bid me tell you, the. Lodgers 


io glad of both your Carmpanies. 


Quibble. We'll wait on em, Mrs. Pert; but pray ſollicit 

liligently, and tell her I have a good Eſtate, and was only 

ut Clerk to an Attorney, to learn how to keep my own. 
Pun. That he has indeed, Mrs. Pert; his Father owns al- 

noſt all Barbakir and Lon Lane. 

Pert. We all know =o Mr. Pun ; [ remember Mr. Qnib- 


les Family very well at Clerkemwell-Church, when his Father 
ivd at the Great Houſe in St. Jones's. 


or on nenen, [ Gives her 
: Your Humble Servant, ſweet Mr: Pribble; vor e. 
ä ant, g00lh M Pun. Exit. 


Qablle This' tis to be Genteel and a Beau, Pan, 


[fr utting. 


Pun. Ay, Quibble, wou d the Lady had fallen in Love 


th me. 


Nr | > 2 | Lulu, | 


> juſt going into the Dining-Room to drink Tea, and wou'd 


Quibble. D you ſo, Mrs. Pert; well pray except that then | 
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Dube But every body is nt handſome, Pn; but Tun tell 
you what, Pun, if you'll at me with your Wit to get this 
great Fortune, Ill allow you a Hundred a Year. 

Pun. Why , by Juno, that's more than moſt Men make 
of their Wits now-a-days. I have known an eminent Poet 
drudge two Years at a Play, and not get half ſo much by his 
two Nights But let's now powder our ſelves, Qubble, and 
g0 into the Company. 

Quibble. a -ome alonge Pur. 


| LM: bbs 4 Dining-Room ;, Servants bring in a 
Teu-Teable. and Chairs. 


Enter 8 Wilſon, Railton, Lucia, Tremilia, and 
Miranda. 


> pn D'you drink Tea, Gentlemen. 

- Wilſon. Any thing, Madam, to obli ge the Ladies. | 

| Railton. Tis a good ſober Liquor, Madam. [T hey/it 

Lucia. Generally, Sir; but I have kRriohn a Beau s Frais 
much overcome with Tea, as if he had drunk a. Gallon 0 
Champaine. 

Freeman. Pray Ladies, what s the Virtue of An Noble Li 

ne . A 
| q . Tremilia. Oh, Sir, tis cool to fine the Wie 
Freeman. 1 wonder then the World's ſo dull, when t 
drunk ſo univerſally. 

Miranda. But that Virtue, Sir, extends only to the Gentry 
Thi itizens, and ſuch vulgar ſort; ; uſe it to imitat- 


the were gOOd Cloaths; but one 1 Helps ken 
derſtanding, than tother their Oentili "i 
Wilſon. J muſt confeſs Gentry-Wit i. „ polite 


and yet the Imitation of both is excuſable too; By their ri 

diculous Mimicry pleaſes themſelves, and ſerves fir a Foil, bt 

des a Diverſion to thoſe that are truly well-bred 2 5 
cid, 


(1.9 

Lucia. A rediculous Burleſque is indeed often more enter- 
taining than a good Original. 

Miranda. Methinks Fools are a neceſſary part of the Creati- 
on, they afford the Town a World of Diverſion. 

Railton. But tis a ſign the Town has a very ill Taft, when 
nothing but Folly will pleaſe em. I can't imagine the Satis- 

faction in any thing that's rediculous. . „ 
Miranda. Perhaps, Cozen, you are one that are only pleas d 
with your own Follies. 

Railton. Twou'd be no great Argument of my Underſtand- 
ing, Cozen, to be pleas d with other Folks. The World is 
ſeldom mov'd with Wit that's anothers production, much leſs 
with Impertinence. 

Miranda. Rather, Sir; for a witty Expreſſion that's another's, 
gives us the Spleen, becauſe we did not ſpeak it our ſelves z 
but Folly moves our Laughter without our Envy. 

Railton. If your Mirth, Madam, be that way inclin'd, e- 
very Place will furniſh you with an infinite Variety. _ 

Lucia. Pray, Mr. Railton, how do the World ſpend their 

- time now a days. ; | 
Railton. According to my Cozen's Humour, Madam, as foo- 
iſh, and entertaining as you can wiſh : The Beaux, their Life 
| is a ſtudy d Impertinence; they value themſelves upon nothing 
L but Idleneſs, and Equipage; ſpend all the Morning ata Look - 
ing-Glaſs, which Men of Senſe employ in reading; ſaunter al! 
the Afternoon from one impertinent Chocolate Houſe to ano- 
ther, and at Night ferret both Play-houſes, and pay at neither, 
Strut, take Snuff, and care for no Body, affront every Body 
they meet, and beg every Body's Pardon that won't put it up. 
The Courtiers, indeed, they are never idle, always buſtling 
for Preterment, and ſupplanting one another; they careſs all ö 
they can get any thing by, and ſlite em after an Obligation; 
for Gratitude's a vulgar Quality, and the only way to keep in 
favour with a Courtier, is never to do him any Service worth 
Acknowledgment, | PT 4 
Lucia, And pray Mr. Railton, what are they doing in the 
City? : | 


t, 


Railton. 
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the World, and Money governs them :JThey very jultly dil- 
Patch a Payper-Caitſe,” where nothing's to be got; and very 
learnedly find out ſomething to prolong one, where there is: 


het Weis < „„ CEA a wt —_——— 
% - 
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Railton. The Citizens, Madam, are joyntly buſy to cheat 
all Mankind, and ſeperately one another: They are very Kna- 
viſh till they get Eſtates, and very honeſt when they have left 
off their Yrades, and come to be Aldermen : They love Eating 


and Drinking as well as any People, and underſtand it as 
little and make Entertainments tor Quality, to Pe AU gd at 


or their Pains : They faſt all Paſhton-week, to devour hearti- 
ly at the three Eaſter-Treats; and always go to Church before 
a Feaſt, that they may be drunk with a ſafe Conſcience : They 
are as fond of their Wives, as their Wive: other Peo- 
le and they take as much Pains to breed up their Sons fine 
entlemen, as if they knew they had Quality in their Natures : 
They admire a great deal of formal Ceremony, tho' it makes 
*em rediculous; and had rather bethe Jeſt of the whole Town, 
than leave off an ancient Cuſtome. 

Tremilia. And pray, Sir, how do the Lawyers manage the 
World ? | a 
Railton. Very dextrouſly, Madam; The Lawyers govern. 


© MACS. _— 


e Counſellors are feed to ſcold out the Client's Quarrel, and 
the Judge very politickly orders the Money diſputed to be 
brought into Court: All Courts are Aſſiſtant to one another: 
The Chancery direct Iſſues to be try'd at Common-Law, and 
the Common-Law ſend Matters into Chancery; ſo that a Cli- 


ent is banded about like a Cricket- ball, till they have beat out 


all his Eſtate, and then ſend his Cauſe to a Maſter, who, like 
an Oracle, ſagely admoniſhes em to be Friends, when ther | 


have ſpent all their Money, and can afford to go te- | 
Mgr. -. | 
Enter Juſtice Gooſe. — 

J. Gooſe. A certain Sign of Scandal and Abuſe, when Peo- . 


ple get round the Tea- Table, and Mr. Railtor's in Company. 


Freeman. 


( 24) 
Freeman: And you, Mr. Juſtice, thinking your ſelf a copi- 
ous Subject for Satyr, have all this while kept out of the way: 
[ Servants take away the Table and Chairs. 
Miranda. Wiſdom, Sir, is become a Jeſt now-a-days. 
Fuſt. Go. But I never mind em, Madam; for I conſider 
Wus rail more to ſhow their Parts, than out of real Malice. 
Miramda. But tis a Demonſtration of Folly, Sir, to rail at 
Wiſdom or Virtue that are comnrendable, becauſe they don't- 
know the Value of em. 
; . Gooſe. Truly, Madam, you are a wiſe Woman. 
| ailton. No, Madam, we don't expoſe Wiſdom, or any 
Accompliſhments that are praiſe-worthy hut only thoſe that 
unjuſtly pretend to em. Judge, that thinks himſelf very po 
elerving, When Intereſt, and not Parts, has rais'd him to the | 
Bench ; and fancies Wiſdom conſiſts as much in being grave, 
teſty, and ill-natur'd, as in ſpeaking fine: Or a Brain-ſick | 
Quack, that wou'd fain paſs for an Eſculapius, becauſe he has | 
Phyſick d the Town with a purging Doſe of Poetry. ——— 


Enter Quibble and Pun. 


Lucia. Oh, here's Mr. Quibble and Mr. Pun : Your Servant, 
Gentlemen ; we have wanted your good Companies all this 
while to drink Tea with us. is 5 
EReuilton. Heav'ns! What do theſe rediculous Coxcombs do 
here? [Aids. 
Quibble. We were ſent for, Madam, to the Hole in the 
Wall ; there was Sam. Smallthing, that belongs to the Petty- 
bag-Office, and Peter Prigg the Linnen-Draper's Prentice in 
Cornhill, and two or three more; but we came as ſoon as we 
cou d. | 5 4; IS | 
Lucia. 'Twas kindly done, Mr. Quibble We were talking 
about the World's ſpending their Time; pray how do you 
{ſpend yours? A | 

Quibble. As moſt Gentlemen do, Madam; we go to Iing- 
ton, and Lambeth-Wells, and other Publick Places. 


Pun. And 


(2 24 ) 
Pn. And we learn to Dance, Madam, at the Blew-Boar in 
Holborn ; and Quibble learns to play upon the Mock-Trumpet. 
Quibble And Pw, Madam, learns to Sing; and Pun writes 
Lampoons. 
Lucia. Is Mr. Pun Poctical then 4 
Pun. A Satyr againſt Wit, or ſo, now and then, Madam. 
Lucia. Well, tis very diverting to write when people have 
a Genius. 
Miranda. ol This horrid j impertinent Stuff gives 
us A Va [ Apde. 
. Gooſe. Wil you retire into the Air, Madam ? [ Aſide. 
randa. I don't much care, Mr. Juſtice; if I do. 
(Juſt. Gooſe and Miranda draw off aſide. 
Railton, But if you employ your ſelves ſo much about theſe 
Fooleries, what time d'you allow for your Buſineſs ; your 
Bonds, your Writs, and your Declarations? 1 | 
Quibble. O dear, Sir, Pun, and I ſhall never much hurt the. | 
Lawyers. | | 
Freeman. No, nor the Poets neither. [ Afrde. | 
Lucia. Lord, Mr. Railton, how can you ask ſuch a rude Que- 
ſtion, as if Gentlemen minded buſineſs ; but great Wits, Sir, F 
always envy 0 another. Where's Miranda and the Juſt ice | 
/ 
\ 
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gone? ke 
Wilſon. Into the Garden, Madam, I ſuppoſe. 


Lucia. We'll follow em, and divert our ſelves there, Mr. | 
Quibble. 1 
_ By your leave, {weet Sir. [Lucia gives Quibble 1 

| | her Hand, Wilton _— A 


„Kalbe Hom 8 do Fools themſelves expoſe, | 
In _— pry to be Wits, and Beans. * 


Tbe End f the Second ”" os E 


Enter Tremilia. 


Tremilia. LIAppy the Nymphs, that tread t! pe 
H Eu, p 1e peaceful 


Where Nature in her beſt Perfection ſhines, 
Beyond the faint pretend; Axt, 
The warbling Harmony, the purling Streams, 
The beauteous Fragrancy, the ſoft Retredts, 

The pleaſing Sports, the Silence, the a 


| And the free Thou hts ſuch bliſsful Eaſe affprds, 


Render a Rural State entirely charming, 
And a true dee Elyſian Joys; 
There no Diſti ion Difference creates, 
But firmeſt Friendſhip, and a levell'd Sphert ; 
How bleſs d is ſuch a Life beyond the Pomp, 


And grating Diſcords of à vntentious Ton, 
Where vying Envy ſooths te cn So, 


* 
. 
* 


nd is the only Pleaſure it affe&ts. _ : 
ow tedious 1s a noiſy 7 7 — World, 5 
To one that hates a gaudy ſenſeleſs Pride ; 
And whoſe Ambition but extends to Eaſe. ; 
Enter Railton. | 
2 Railton. Tremilia contemplative ! A ſign Life's grown ve- . 
IT, irkſome, when People become ſerious, and thought- - 
Tremilia. Not ſo true a ſign as it is of Emptineſs, to be al- 
ways gay and alery. | | : 
as E Railt. i 
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16) I 
Railton. What ſhou'd the World do elſe ? Tis Mirth, and 
Love makes nauſeous Life go down, and every ſerious Thought 


if ſo much time waſted : Melancholy is the moſt unaccountable 


thing in the World, ſeven upon an Occation it does but add 
[ toa W but without 'tis ch ENatu 
"Tt makes us uneaſie to our ſelves, and unſociable in Compa- 


3 2 : | ; | 
Fenilia. Tis a miſtaken Notion, which poſſeſſes the unpol- 


— 


K w 


— 


lind Part of the World, that every thing is dull which 1s not. 
Jocoſe ; like ſome who in Muſick prefer a light aiery Tune 
that vaniſhes without impreſſion, to the Charms of Solemn Mu- 
ſick, that are truly inſpiring, which ſhows a defective Judg- 
ment, and a rough hewn Nature ; but a Soul that's capable of 


true Harmony, loves Sedateneſs, and Contemplation, and thinks 


an impertinent Mirth more tireſom than real Dulneſs; a gay 
Coxcomb is like a Ship unballaſt, that totters with every 


ving Converſation. 

ailton. That Opinion, Tremilia, denotes a diſeas d Mind, 
which 1s as naturally averſe to every thing that's pleaſant, and. 
agreeable, as a Diſeas d Body is to wholſom Food. Contem- 
| Plation is but an Overture to Madneſs, a diſcontented Tem- 
per renders the World Odious; and Melancholy, like Sleep, 
ſteals inſenſibly upon our Spirits ; and when Solitude has con- 


derſtandings. The Philoſophers run upon Fancies, which not 
only confront Reaſon, and Senſe, but plain Matter of Fact: 
And the Poets Flights of the Sun, the Stars, and the Elements, 


are manifeſt Diſtraction; as if Apollo, for their Impertinence, 


had canted em thro the Globe, and they had a giddy Idea 
of every thing they juſt paſs'd by. Such ſtuff is the effect of 
ſtudious Vapours, and Fops that are learnedly rediculous, ought. 


__ to be laugh'd at, than Fools that talk downright Non- 
enſe. | 3 

Tuyemilia. Thoſe, Mr. Railton, are Profeflions beyond the 

level of every one's Capacity; therefore the approv'd way for 

| . a 


Wind of Whimſy, and is neither fit for Buſineſs, nor impro- 


tracted our Thoughts into a too ſerious Meditation, we fall 
into a Labyrinth of fooliſh Notions, that quite craze our Un- 


z 
_ 1 =” 
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| |] a Man to conceal his own Ignorance, is not to rail at what he 
don't underſtand. 

| Railton. But ſince Fools are ſo numerous, and Men of Senſe 
| fo ſcarce, tis the ſurer way, and leſs hazard of expoſing one's 
ſelf, to doubt all; for an implicite Faith, like the Romans, that 
N 


believe a Philoſopher wiſe for a long Beard, or a Poet in- 
ſpir d, becauſe he writes Improbabilities, wou d give a large 
ſcope for the Town to be expos d on. But we digreſs migh- 


| | tily from our Argument: In ſhort, tis very dangerous to be o- 
| | verburden'd with Study, and in ſtriving to poliſh our Selves by 
Art, loſe what we got by Nature : Facetiouſneſs and Gayity, 
ſhow an undiſturb'd Mind, and fortifie us againſt the Attacks 
of Croſſes, and a Man of true Senſe is a Man of true Plea- 


ſure. 2 . | 
remilia. An innocent Mirth is allowable, to be always 
grave, wou'd be Moroſeneſs ; but the only Diverſion in this 
Age is Lewdneſs; And a Man is counted very dull, that is not | 
every Day guilty of ſome Debauch. | 1 
Railton. Tis a little too hard, Tremilia, to be blam d for 
Lewdneſs by thoſe that excite it; If Heav'in would have had 
Men more Virtuous and Chaſt, it ſhou'd have made Women leſs 
charming, my Dear Quaker. [ Preſſing her. 
Tremilia. Pray, Mr. Railton forbear your Embraces ; if you 
are for a civil Argument, I'll engage with you, but--- 
FNailton. You wou d not bring ſuch a Scandal upon me: To 
ſtand arguing with a fair Lady about idle Philoſophy, when I 
might employ my time ſo much better, wou'd make me a Pro- 
verb to your whole Sex for ever. The very name of Philo- 
ſophy is an Antidote to all Inclination ; for thoſe old muſty 
Fellows were ſo brutiſh, 'twas not in their Natures to love a 
pretty Woman. No, no, I love an Argument that affords a 
feeling Pleaſure, when Nature's the Subject, we ſhall both agree; 
there we may deſcant on diverting Propoſitions, and for better 
Explanation reduce em into Practice. There's Divinity in ſuch 
an Argument, my Life, my Soul. [ Strugling all this while. 
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ON. FLV.O e 
"Fes Freeman and Win. 


Demilia. Nay, if you grow rude, I muſt leave you. 


[ Ruſhes from him and goes out. 
Freeman. We have interrypted you, Fack „you were 


buiſy. 


„ "ay 


- 008 Ay, Faith, tis like your Malice, when you can get | 


never an Amour of your own,: to ſpoil every Bodys 


elſe. 


more Incouragement to purſue it than you have. 

Railton. A Woman's Coyneſs, Will, never daunts my Cou- 
rage ; Perſeverance is always crown'd with Succeſs : ; and what 
Ignorance and Modeſty deny at firſt, Reaſon and Conlideration*” 
will yield to at. laſt. | 

Wilſon. Prithee Jack, name not Reaſon or Conſideration in 
an Amour of that kind ; for had you Libertines any, you 
wou'd marry, and live honourably. 

Railton. That State was invented for the meaner, fort, who 
want Principles of Honour ; but People of any Figure value 
their Words more than the Churches Tye; and reckon a Feaſt 
more wholſom, that is not tainted with the Parſon's Breath. 

Wilſon. But Matrimony ſhows a Mans Conſtancy the a 
for that is only determinable by death. 5 

Railton. Conſtancy is an Argument of a narrow wt. 
be confin'd to one Embrace, is like trotting down every — 


day to the fame Countrey-houſe. Repetition renders the W orld * 


dul and inſipid, and when People are tir d with one another, 
they ought to change by conſent; Variety would make Life 
eaſy, and love a greater Pleaſure. 

Freeman, But your Doctrine, Jack; wou'd ſpoil the Order 
of the World; we ſhou d have notliing oat Jarrs, and Condit 
fions. 

EReailton. No. there won d be all Peace, all Harmony: tis 
the Jealonſics and Contentions of married People that occaſion 
all the Diſturbance s we have--- The Wife is forcd to marry a- 
gainſt 


Run I hope Jack, when 1 do” get one, I ſhall have 


\ 
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(29) 
gainſt her own Conſent, and therefore Jilts about with other 
People ; and the raving Cuckold, like a mad Ox, runs butting 
at all the Town: Beſides, Variety is a means to increaſe Wit 
and Senſe ; for tis generally Money more than Love makes a 
Match, and Children always prove Blockheads, that proceed 
from an Ill Guſto. 

Wilſon. But d'you take all People to be ſenſible, that are un- 
lawfully begot 2 | 

Nailton. Not all Ned, that wou'd make the Nation full of 
Wildom indeed. There's many a Sot has a By-blow, that in- 
herits his Nature as well as his Eſtate ; but tis generally fo, 
and the Reaſon's plain, becanie tis Men of Senſe that run ram- 
bling. and only dull Fools that marry. But are you for a 
walk this Evening, Gentlemen, ? 


Wilſon. With all my Heart; but we are too ſoon yet; if 


you'l take a Flask at the Roſe, Tt wait on my Miſtreſs, and fol- 


low you in half an Hour. | 
Freeman. Enough, we'll expect you. ¶Exeunt differently... 


SCENE, The Cock Ale-houſe. 


Enter Quibble, Pun, aud a Drawer. 5 


Pun. Are any of the Club come yet? 
Draw. No, Sir. 


Pan. Bring us ſome Cock-Ale. Exit Drawer. 


begin to be ſick of this Mobbiſh ſort of Company; if we 
cou'd but get into ſome Quality-Club, Quibble. 

Quibble. Unleſs theſe Creatures here, Pur, were ſenſible of 
the Honour we did 'em in private, and wou'd keep their Di- 
ſtance in publick z but I'll ſwear. ſome People have the leaſt 
Breeding ;- for Cother Night, as I was talking to Beau Smirk, 
and giving my ſelf great, Airs behind the Scenes, that impu- 
dent Fell Jack, Dapperwit the Goldimith's Prentice in Fleet- 
ſtreet, had the Afſizrance to bow to me out of the Eighteen- 
penny Gallery---- | thought I ſhould have dropt down dead. 


Enter 


$ * 
* % 


430) ; 


Enter Sattin. 


— 


Sattin. Mr. Quibble and Mr. Pun. | 
Pun. Mr. Sattin ; Lord! you're grown the greateſt Beau of 
late, ſince you are Set- up Tis you handſom Mercers that 
wound all the Ladies Hearts. 

Sattin. We endeavour to oblige the Fair Sex ; but we muſt 
not pretend to any Conqueſts when Mr. Quibble and Mr. Pur 
are by. 

Oed le O, Mr. Sattin, you are ſo much a Courtier---Here 
the Ale. Mr. Sattin, the Reſpects of a Maid t' you. 

| [Drawer gives Quibble a Glaſs. 
Gattin. Mr. Pun, here's Mr. Quibble's Miſtreſſes Health. 
EL [Sat. Drinks. 
Quibble. That's more than one, I aſſure you, Sir; for 1 
have a Kindneſs for the whole Sex. | 
Gattin. And moſt of the Sex without doubt, Mr. Quibble, 
have the ſame for you ; for one Woman can't have the Vani- 
ty to think to ingroſs a handſom young Fellow wholly to her 
=: -.: 


— — 


— 


Enter Law-ſprig. 


Lawſ. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 
Pur. Mr. Lawſprig, you are very late to day. | 
Lawſ. 1 had been here an Hour ago, Mr. Pur, but my Ma- 
ſter ſent me as far as Pickadilly, to ſerve a Lady with a Subpenz 
ad rejungendum. 


Pur. He's a Dog for hindering us ſo long from your dear 


| y. Here, ſome Chairs Fellow. Lets fit down, Gen- 
tlemen [ => fit. ] Well Mr. Lawſprig, what News have you? 
you converſe mightily with the Wits; what new Plays, Sa- 


tyrs, or Lampoons, are there ſtirring ? 
| _ Lawf. Nothing, Mr. Pun, worth notice; there Fre Fools e- 
nough indeed to furniſh Satyr, but very few Wits to write it. 
But I am told, Mr. Pun, you are above + fr” 
e 5 Pun. O 


(31) 
Pun. O dear, Mr. Lawſprig, you are miſinform'd. Quibble 
indeed has had ſome ſuch Thoughts. 
Quibble. Nay, Pun, don't deny it; ſince you beſtow the. 
/) Pains, you ought not to loſe the Honour of it. 
. St. | find, Gentlemen, the Matter lies between yon both, , 
but your Modeſty won't let you own it. We? 5 119 
: Quibble. Since you force us to a Confeſſion, Mr. , 1 — 
muſt ovwn-we have done ſomething in that kind; but really a 
Body has very little Encouragement to write now-adays, when 
true Wit and Senſe are ſo much ſlighted, and nothing but Farce 
will pleaſe the Town, a little low Stuff that's fir only for Bul- - 
lock and Pinkethman. 
Lawſ. You maſt pardon the Weaknels of the Age, but pray 
what's your deſign : 1 "EO 
Pur. I'll tell you, Mr. Lawſprig, Quibhle is to write all the i 
Love Parts, and I the Satyrical Parts; and rgally in ſome Scenes 1 
Quibble has ſaid the ſofteſt moving things, you'd melt to hear | 


em. 
Quibble. And Pur is as ſevere, he has ſome Reflections will 
make the Houſe ring agen--}- Pun deſigns to draw the. Chara- 
er of a City Wit; tor really thoſe ridiculous Creatures that af- 
| 8 lo much above their Sphere, deſerve to be ex- | 
d. | ES | 
1 And Quibble deſigns to have the Character of a Lady ö 
* croſs d in Love, that haunts the Woods and Groves, talks to the 1 i 
| Rivers, and caryes her Paſſion'on the Barks of Trees — 9 
TFibble. And Pun is to have a Scene of the Royal-Oak-Lot- - 
tery, for you muſt know he loſt his laſt Termage there, and 1 
had'nt a Groat to ſpend all the long Vacation. | | 
Lawſ. Nay, that curſed Game has ruin'd abundance: I knew 'þ 
a topping Side-Box Mask beggar'd her ſelf ſo by playing there, | 
ſhe was forc'd to deſcend from Quality and a Guinea, to ply at 
Salisbury-Conrt-End in a Straw-hat for Two Pence Wet and 
Two Pence Dry. | 
or pray, Gentlemen, what is the name of the 
lay? | | 


(432) 
Pur. Tis to be call'd, Mr. Sattin, The Maze; for the Plot. 
the Wit, and the whole Deſign of it are to be ſo pretty an A- 

muſement, the Audience are to go away in a Suſpence, and 

tind none on't out. % 

Quibble. And that muſt take. | 
 « Lawſ. Well, I ſhall long to ſee this Play: II engage, Cen- 
tlemen, to get you a good middle Gallery; Ad Mr. Sattis 


THe Has 4 great Intereſt amonglt the Ladies, he'll procure you 
lome Boxes:J but tis late: Here, Fellow, what's to P:? 


Draw. Fifteen Pence, Sir. 


Lawſ. A Groat a peice does it, and a Penny over for the 


Drawer. Come Gentlemen, we Diſcharge the Reckoning at 


1 - he Harr. | 
| fe. Sabin Mr. Pu. 
Pun. Mr. Lawſprig. 


Lawſ. Mr. Quibble.. TIE 
45 wo 1 - Pun [Complementing 
Pur, The neareſt the Door. [Exennt. 


SCENE. IV. Lucia's Apartment, 
Enter Lucia and Pert. 


5 Lucia. Pert. 
Pert. Madam. 3 
Lucia. Were you never in Love? 


Pert. Yes, Madam, I was in Love with a Lord once for his 
fine Equipage. | 3 
Lucia. Piſh, that's Ambition. 


Pert. But when my Lady Brawnlove's Jobs came here with 


a Meſſage, I lik d him better. 


Lucia. That's Love indeed, Pert; when you can relinquiſh 


CEE EET - 


2. 


8 


the Charms of Pomp and Grandeur, for a Man that has no- 
thing to tempt you but his Perſon. But why did „rl 


better? 


Pert. 


tet il 


TMR (33 ) a 

Pert. I don't know, Madam; but after he was gone, I al- 

ways thought of him, and dreamt of him, and had an Idea 

of him, and was mightily diſorder'd about him, I coud'nt 

eat, nor mind what I did, but put every thing in the wrong 
place, as if I had loſt my Senſes. : | 

Lucia. I thought 'twas ſome ſuch thing, when you left my 
Shift in the Kitchin toDay for all the Fellows to take the De- 
menſions of it. 

Pert. And tother Morning, as I was ſweeping the Room, I 
fancy d on a ſuddain he came ruſning upon me, and the gid- 
dy Surprize made me tumble down. | 

Lucia. Twas better to fall, Pert, with the Imagination, 
than in reality. . 

Pert. Unleſs in a Lawful Way, Madam; but I did'nt take 
this to be Love, I thought 'twas only the Vapours. 

Lucia. Love, Pert, is the Vapours; for when People are 
they don't know how, and want they don't know what, their 
Brains are perfectly addI'd with Confufion. - ; 

Pert. D'you never find your (elf ſo, Madam, when you think 


of Mr. Wilſon. _ : 
Lucia. Piſh,ſprithee get me a Song) [ bert goes out. 
SO N [Enter Pert. 
Pert. Madam, here's Mr. Quibble come to pay his De- 
13 1 O Dear, pray admit him; he's one of the divert- 
ing. Wl 


Ester Quibble. 


Tou Beaux, Mr. Quibble, have a Priveledge beyond o- 
ther People to be admitted into Ladies Apartments; for you 
have too much breeding to offer any rudeneſs. 5 
Quibble. Shou d we Beaux, Madam, do any thing to offend 
the Ladies, twou d ruine our * for we dreſs for 
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| e | 
-the Ladies, and are witty to divert the Ladies, and 'tis the 
Ladies only keep us in Countenance. | "© 
Lucia. The Ladies ought to be proud to occaſion ſo many 
pretty Gentlemen but Pert tells me, Mr. Quibble, that you 
and the Ingenious Mr. Pun are ſuch violent Criticks at every 
thing, there's no pretending to appear before you. | 
Quibble. O dear, Madam, Mrs. Pert is fo judiciouſly obligi- 
— he World indeed does allow us to underſtand the 
3 1 1 
Lucia. Pray, Sir, what fort of Wit is moſt in faſhion 
now. 5 
Quibble. Satyr, Madam, tis the neweſt Wit at Court---- All 
People of Rank rail. They go to Church and to Hyde-Park 


only to laugh, and cenſure, and methinks tis ſo pleaſant to re- 
dicule Folks. 


Lucia. But tis not breeding, Sir, to abuſe People too much. 


Quibble. Every thing is breeding, Madam, that Quality do, 
tho to be too Satyrical does make one's Wit envy'd,-Fanc 


has ſaid ſuch Satyrical things ſometimes, I have been afraid no 


body wou d keep us Company. But to look with an Air of ſcorr 


upon the Mob, makes one conſiderable. Fun and I have fo 
cf Divelon every Sunday night in Grays-Inri-Walks, to 
make Remarks upon the City Prentices, and ſuch odd Things, 
that wou'd fain be Beaux, and Genteel ; and ſometimes, when 
we happen to paſs by one that looks like a Coward, and has 


never a Sword on, Pun will cry Smoak the Beau; and theu 


we all fall a laughing. 
Lucia. It muſt afford a World of Satisfaction to Gentlemen 
_ 78 truly Genteel, to obſerve thoſe that awkardly affect 
to O. | 
- Quibble. And really, Madam, there are a World of Fools 
r cf: 5-7 CIT 2921 | 
Lucia. Thoſe few are happy, Mr. Quibble, that are in fa- 
vour with you Satyrical Gentlemen; for where you take an 
Antipathy, you laſh moſt unmercifully. . 


Exter 


at's a great Fault in Pun, he's ſo mightily for Repartee, and 


Shea -. 7 
Enter Pert. 

Pert. Madam, Mr. Wilſon's coming up Stairs. | 

Lucia. Bleſs me! What ſhall I do? We ſhall have Murder. 
Quibble. You need not fear, Madam, I'm never quarrel- 
ſome. | 
Lucia. Oh, Mr. Quibble, but he's deſperate to the laſt de- 
gree ; the leaſt Fit of Jealouſy makes him more outragious than 


a Fit of Madneſs, and ſhou d he find a Man in my Chamber, 


he'd be the Death of him, without ſo much as asking him 
what he came there for. 


Quibble. O Lord! 
Lucia. Heavens! Have you ever a peice of Paper about you. 


| : [ Se:ming confus d. 

Quible. Let me ſee ("Feeling and trembling) here's a Declara- 

tion in Ejectment. N [ Aſide. 
Lucia. Give it me quickly, quickly, 
Enter Wilſon. 


This is Mr. Puns Poem you were ſpeaking of, Sir. 
Quibble. Yes, Madam. ; 
Licia. I ſhall peruſe it with a World of Pleaſure. Your 
Servant Mr. Quibbie. [Exit Quibble.] You ſee, Sir, I take all 
ortunities to divert my ſelf with your Sex. 
Wilſon If yaucan find any Diverſion in a Fool, Madam, it 
mult be for the ſake of his Sex ; but I have too great an Opi- 
nion of your Virtue to believe that; and of your Wit, to 
think his Converſation pleas'd you; but ſuppoſe, like the ge- 
negality of ſuch Coxcombs, he intruded himſelf. : 
cia. You'll make an excellent Paſſive Husband, Sir, to find 
a Gallant in your Miſtreſſes Chamber without being mov'd, 
and provide her an Excuſe too. 
Wilſon To be jealous of ſuch Fellows wou'd render us 
more rediculous than them, we may as well tear your La 


dogs or your Squirrels, they are equally harmleſs. Admit a 
Man of Senſe into your Chamber, and you'll give occaſion for 


2 Jealouſie; 


(36) 
Jealouſie; but a Woman that has Underſtanding her ſelf, will 
11 never truſt a Fool with her Reputation, that knows not how 
5 ö to keep it. But ſince your Ear is at preſent inclin'd. to a little 
Wis Impertinence, I hope you'll give me leave to urge my Suit. 
Lucia. Your's, Sir, is a more tireſome ſort of impertinence; 
if 1 wou'd be that way diverted, it ſhou'd be with ſomething 
that's facetious, but to hear a whining Lover, with a Phiz as 
hypocritically demure as a young Widower's at his Wife's Fu- 
neral, draw] out his Paſſion with the fulſome Encomium of 
his Miſtreſſes Shape, and Face, is more tedious, than the repea- 


=_ 


ted Praiſes in a Noncon Funeral Sermon. 5 
Wilfor. Sollicitation , Madam, is always tireſom, Impati- 
ence for what we ſo earneſtly deſire, makes it ſo; and tis the 
Ignorance of ſome Ladies, who prefer the Vanity of an admi- 
ring Train, to the Subſtantial Jays of Love, that occaſions it. 
Now, Madam, the only way for you to be rid of that fatigue, 
and to ſhow your ſelf wiſer than the reſt of your Sex, is to 
ſurrender without any further attack. FREE 
Lucia. Tho'I hate a troubleſome Lover to teize me at home, 
yet J have the ſame Vanity to love a train of Coxcombs abroad, 
methinks there's ſomthing great, and diſtinguiſhing ui a Train 
of Beaux after one, tis like a Crowd of Footmen behind a No- 
bleman's Coach. go, _ 
Wilſon. A pretty Compariſon----but when a Lady, Madam; # 
admits a Crowd of Pretenders, tis generally to Select one moſt. 
deſerving for a Husband. 1 r 
Lucia. Fferſiapꝭ when a Lady finds one a greater Coxcomb 
Tan the reſt, the may endure him to wait on her for the uſe /. Ml 
of his Eſtate, provided he keeps the ſame diſtance he did be-{ iM 


fore Marriage, and don't_preſume to be familiar in Publick.4 fi 
But pray, Sir, do you ſee any Air in my FaceTo ungenteel for 
a Wife; no, Mr. }i{ſoz, never think Fil quit my rambling |, 
: Pleaſures, to. be confin'd to any Man's Humour, or that you | 
have any thing in you beyond other People to perſwade me 
to't---When a Woman's once marry'd, ſhe's dead tothe World, 
and is the moſt Deſpisd Thing imaginable. To be never 
bow'd to in publick, never talk d of, nor be the Subject of a 


Song, 


8. 
—— . 


3 
(37) | 

Song, and which is worſt of all, to loſe one's Complexion,and 

in {ix Months time grow out of all manner of Shape----"tis kil- 

ling. 

122 But the Joys, Madam, the Raptures that occaſion it! 

The ſoft Carefles ! The Midnight extaſies of Love! They are 
killing indeed! Beyond all the Greatneſs, Appearance, and 
Homage, that like Air immaterially puff up the deprav'd Ap- 
petite of Pride, and ſtifle real Happineſs, 

Lucia. Odious! Sure the Man's troubFd with Fits----I'll ſend. 
Pert to you, Sir, with a Glaſs of Water, and when you are 
come to your ſelf, and can talk like other People, you may 
meet us in the Park. ; [ Exit, 


wo Wilſon. So | 'Tis like her Humour: too unſteady for any 


«i that's ſerious But I need not deſpair A Weather- 
c that's always moving, touches at every point in it's turn 3 


gd an exceſs of Noiſe and Gayity may ſoon ſurieit her Geni- 


Z is, and make her loath em. 


The brisk, gay Nymph with Pleaſure gluts her Taſt, 
Too eager, and too hurrying to laſt , 

Thro Heat of Youth, her Fancy vainly roves, 
And ſhe acts juſt as every Whimſy moves; 

Till tir'd at length with a too Atery Life; 

Love ſettles her, and makes a prudent Wife. - 


The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT. IV. Seene II. 
Enter Juſtice Gooſe and Rowland his Clerk 
Row. 8 IR, there's ſome People without wait for Juſtice- bu- 


ſineſs. 
Juſt. Bring me the great Chair and my Cap of Authority. 


Euter Lucia, Miranda, and Pert at one Door to hear the Canſes, 
and at another a Conſtable with a Gentleman and a Woman. 


Juſt. So, Mr. Conſtable, what have you to ſay ? | 
Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, we have brought a Gentle- 
man, and a Woman here before you, that we found together 
in an-Ill Houſe. | 
uſt. You are to be commended, Mr. Conſtable, for your 
Diligence. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay for your ſelf ? 
Gert. I think, Mr. Juſtice, the Conſtable was a little too of- 
ficious; he did'nt diſcover any lewdnels by us. 
Jiſt. Lewdneſs! Why tis enough that you were alone toge- 
ther. Woman, what are you? Where d'you Ive? 
Mom. An't pleaſe you, Sir, my Mother is a Laundreſs to the- 
= Inns of Court, and I ſel] Oranges at the Play-houſe. | 
Juſt. The Play-honſe! Ay, that's the Place where, ſuch 
young bold Slutts as you are nurs d up in your Impudence ; 
where you parrot to the Men, and at the end of every A& 
ſtroddle over Peoples Backs; a ſcandal to all Morality, and a 
ſhame to your Sex. [Aſide to Row. ] Rowland, tell the Gentle- 
man for five Guineas Ill releaſe him. Mr. Conſtable, have you 
ever met this Woman before in your Walks? 
Conſt. Ay, Sir, ſhe's as common as Betty Sands, we have ta- 


ken her ſeveral times at the Buttock-Ball in Bell-yard. 


, Juſt. Aſide. ] 


Di. Aſide.] Then ſhe may have a good Trade Nomi amd, 
[Aide to Row. ] tell her for two Guinea's I'll let her go. 

Pert. Aſide.] Il ſwear a handſome proper Gentleman; what 
pity tis his Occaſions were ſo preſſing to take up with ſuch an 
ordinary Trull; if he had addreſs d himſelf to me, twou'd 
ha' been ſomewhat. 

Row. | Afrde to the Juſt.] Sir, the Gentleman ſays, rather 
than ſuffer the Diſgrace of being bound over, he'll comply 
with your Demands ; but the Woman has no Money. 

Juſt. No, then make her a Mittimus. Stand by you two. 
Who elſe have we? | 


Enter another Conſtable with a Bawd. 


Conſt. We have taken a Woman here, Sir, that has the Re- 
putation of a Bawd, ſhe keeps a Coffee-houſe in Black-Friars, 
maintains lewd Women, and People complain ſhe has ruin'd 
half the Tradeſmen's Prentices in Cheapſide, Pauls Churchyard, 
and Ludgate-Hill. | 

Juſt. How ! Debauch the Youth of the City. 

awd, The Conſtable, Mr. Juſtice, is a lying impudent Pa- 
piſh Rogue, and only informs againſt me, becauſe I'm a Prote- 
ſtant ; for tho' I ſay it that ſnou d not ſay it, yet I will ſay it, 
I keep as Civil a Houſe as any Woman in Chriſtendom, and the 
beſt Merchants in the City frequent it. 
Juſt. But what Women are thoſe in your Houſe ? 
--—Bawd. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I have but three young Wo- 
* men belong to me, two af 'em are Neices, that come out of 


own Daughter; and tho I fay it. as modeſt a Girl as ever 
peep'd thro' a thin Church-fan : Im a Widow, Mr. Juſtice, 
and my Husband was as ſubſtantial a Tradeſman as any in the 
City, only loſt his Effects in the troubleſome Times. | Crying. 
Juſt. LAſide to Roml.] Rowland, ask her what weekly Salary 
ſhe'll give not to have her Licence taken away. 
- Bamwd. Beſides, Sir, the Conſtable wou'd have debauch'd my 
Daughter, and becauſe I expos'd him amongſt the 3 


the Countrey to learn a little Breeding, and the other is my 


Hood, he has had a Spight againſt my Houſe ever ſince. | 
Juſt. Have a care, Woman, how you reflect upon Mr. Con- 
EFT TR | | ; 

lag Alle to 4he Juſt.) She deſires, Sir, you wou'd not 
be too hard with her; but ſhe ſays, you ruine her, if you take 
away her Licence. | 

uſt. What's your Name, Woman. 

awd. Elizabeth Foſſet, Sir. ; bs 

Juſt. Come, come, I find you are Neighbours; I love to 
make peace Mrs. Foſſet, go home about your buſineſs, and 
have a Care what Company you entertain in your Houſe, 

[Afede to Row.) Rowland, enter her down in the Liſt-Book. _ 
| | | | [Exit Bamd. 
Now, Sir, for you. [To the Gent. 
Pert. O pray, Sir, don't expoſe the Gentlemen. [Aſide] I 

like him; the Man has good Legs. 
Miranda. Let us interceed for the Gentleman. 
Lucia. We all petition for the Gentleman. ö 

lk Juſt. Well, Sir, fince the Ladies plead for you, I diſcharge 

— you: but I admoniſh you to have more Conduct in your Acti- 

| ons, avoid ſuch lewd Company, and go to Church, and hear 

| Reformation-Sermons. [A4fide ) Rowland, go after the Gentle- 
men for the five Qumeas---- Exit Gent. 
For you, Wench, that ruine Men's Eſtates, and by your wan- 5 


F ik 


ton Glances and looſe Airs, ſeduce half the young Fellows in 
Town, | Af} and have no Money to pay for Connivance--- 
Mr. Conitavie, carry her to Bridewell, and give ſpecial Ord&o WY 
from me to have her well laſh d. h _ 
Mom. O good, Sir, don't ſent me to Bridewell, I have been 
there ſo often, they l have no Mercy on me. | 1 
I Toft Away with her.. [Exit Conſt. with the Woman. 
5 — rt. LAſide] Filthy Thing, Tm refolv'd Ill go ſee her” 
Whipt. . 5 
Juſt. [To Mir. ] Now, Madam, ſhall we divert our ſelves in 
the Park. „„ Ca PISW. aur Eel | 
Mr. 1+ never affect thoſè publick Places, Sir, they are ſo 
eenſorious; but I think twill be no Scandal to walk with a per- 
fon of your Character. [Exenn, 
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SCENE, Changes to St. James's Park. 
Enter Quibble and Pun, meeting. 


Pur. — Quibble, what Succeſs had you with your Mi- 
els ? 

Quibble. Why, Pun, we diſcours'd about Wit, and Breed- 
ing, and Faſhions, /and talk d contemptibly of” People, as you 
/know the more polite fort of Gentry do Fbut juſt as I was come 
to my Paſſion, that ugly Fellow Milſon interrupted us, but Mrs. 
Pert ſays, (he'll introduce me agen to Morrow, and then I de- 
ſign to ſpeak ſtrangely moving. 

Pur. You need not fear, Quibble, ſhe'll have you; Wilſon 
won't pretend to vye with you ; and theLadies always chuſe 
the Genteeleſt But what ſhall we do, Quibble, when you 
have got this great Heireſs? 4 

Quibble. Why, Pur, as ſoon as I'm marry'd, and have 
got all her Fortune in my Hands We'll run away from 
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Pur. Faith, fo we will--I think thats moſt faſhionable--- 
People marry now-adays only for the ſake of their Wives Ear- 
tunes, that they may be able to keep Miſtreſſes And bve'll go 
into France, Quibble. Well, there's as much difference betwixt 
-Fbentlezaen that have been in France, and thoſe that were never 
out of England, as there is betwixt Country Attorneys Clerks 
that only come up at Term, and us. 
Quibble. And what an Air we ſhall have, Pun, when we 
come back again. How Chriſtopher Coppywiſe, and Obediah Sub- 
pana, ad the reſt of the Fellows at the Six-Clerks-Office will 
ſtare! | | 
Pun. And how we (hall be envy'd, Quibble, when we go 
to the Blew-boar----- We'll be ſo huffiſh to every body we kept 
Company with before, and always ſtand at the upper end in 
a Country-dance. f 


Dibble. 
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Quibble. Nay, we may be very impudent when we have got 
Footmen to ſtand by us And we'll go to the Play every 
night, Pan, and pull off the Womens Masks, and kick the O- 


range Wenches, and grow as remarkable as my Lord Rake. 


Pur. And like Quality too, Quilble, run away with Citi- 
zens Wives. Gad I'm overjoy'd to think what a Grand F igure 
we ſhall make when we have an Eſtate to ſupport it. 

Quibble. We (hall be mightily admir'd; for Folks that have 


always appear d great, are never ſo_much taken notice of, as 
' thoſe that riſe ſo on a ſuddainy Pur, Pur, here comes a Stro- 
. 


| ler, lets PICK Per up, 


A Mack croſſing the Stage, Quibble ſtops her. 
Whether ſo faſt, Mopſp, in ſearch of a Supper. 

Mack. Will you give me one? 

Par. That's according as your Phiz deſerves ; but you are 
reſolv'd to ſeduce no body by hiding it. 

Mack. Tm afraid of being Sun-burnt. 

Pur. Women of your Profeſſion, indeed, ought to be very 
apprehenſive of Heat. . 
Quibble. A good tender Laſs, Pure. [ Squeezing her. 

Pun. Perhaps, Quibble, like Mutton in wet Weather, a lit- 


| tle too tender. Prithee, Child, what ſort of Fleſh is moſt in 


Seaſon now. 
Mack; I can't tell, but Fool's always in Seaſon. 


Pur. So much the better for you that deal ſo much in that 


Commodity. 
Mask. And for you that might be out of Requeſt ene. 
Quibble. Prithee, Pur, let's give her a Bottle and Pint at 

Storys; for tho ſhe ant Witty, ſhe's impudent ; and I like 

her the better. | TN 

Mas. Storys! Unhand me, Fellows: You are ſome Scrubs 

of the Law, and your Pockets won't reach beyond Belch this 


Vacation. | [Exit 


Pun. The Divel's in the Bitch for gueſſing : But I'll ſwear 


* 


* 
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our Profeſſion s grown ſo ſcandalous, that if a Woman has a 


Mind to degrade a Man now-a-days, ſhe cries, He belongs to 


the Law | 
. Quibble. 


1 


4 
(43) 5 2 
Quibble. Let her go, Pur, ſhe's ſome Sixpenny Trull that 
plies at Beveridge's. TY 
Pur. Ay, hang her, I'm ſure ſhe isnt half ſo pretty as our 
Sempſtreſs at Clements-1nn-Gate.r Lets view the Company, 
wbble, perhaps we may meet your Miſtreſs here. [Exeunt. 


- 
” RE 


Exter Fuſtice Goole and Miranda. 


Miranda. Good Mr. Juſtice, alter this Subje& ; Love as ill 
becomes Age as Dreſſing: An ancient Perſon ſhou'd think of 
more ſerious Matters. 

Juſt, Gooſe. Love, Madam, is a ſerious Matter, and ought to 
be harken'd to with greater Pleaſure wken it proceeds from a 
Man of Years, becauſe then it looks moſt like Truth : For the 
young ſhallow Fellows of the Age profeſs it only for a Jeſt, 
that they may value themſelves upon a Conqueſt, and glory 
in being falſe. 

Miranda. 1 muſt confeſs, Sir, the Levity of Young Men is 
very apparent; but to believe all falſe, becauſe ſome arè, 
wou'd be the way never to find any true. ANTI 

Juſt. Gooſe. But ſince the generality of em are ſo, Madam, 
the Hazard's too great for the Purchaſe. Now a Perſon of 
riper Years is always conſtant to the Paſſion he firſt profeſſes, 
and the Favours you afford him are never ill-beſtow'd. 
Miranda. But to allow Favours to the Old, Sir, wou'd be a 
Reflection upon our Power as if we wanted Charms to be prof- 


-- 


er'd any by the Young. 

Juſt. Gooſe. Rather, Madam, a Mark of your Wiſdom that 
refus'd em, for in loving ſo uncertainly a Woman's Paſſion be- 
trays her Folly, but to place her Affection on Maturity ſhows : 
her Love is govern'd by Diſcretion. 4 

Miranda. But the World will hardly allow it Diſcretion in 
a Love Affair to prefer Age to Youth---I own, I admire a 
grave Perſon for a Companion---His Diſcourſe is edifying, 
and his Wiſe Aſpe& Commands a Reverence and Attention. 

. Fauſt. Gooſe. Love, Madam, wou'd ſoften that —— 

| G 2 and 


and make Diſcourſe pleaſant and familiar, for where there's a 
mutual Paſſion People agree better in their Sentiments. | 
© Mirazda. No, Sir, Love is the greateſt Enemy to Conver- 

tion, for even with the Young tis reckon'd a Diſeaſe of the . 
Mind, but when the Old are ſeiz d, tis a Sign of ſome very 
great Indiſpoſition, and the Sentiments of craz'd People are ſel- 
dom very extraordinary. BEA. 3 

Juſt. Gooſe. Love, Madam, cannot be term d Crazineſs, when 

a deſerving Lady Charms us; and tis Experience makes People 
Judges of Deſerts. When ſo much Beauty appears, grac d 
with ſo much Wit and Judgment, twould be madneſs not to 
love; and even your Argument againſt my Paſſion raiſes it 
more. We'll walk on and divert our ſelves further. && 


Enter Lucia, and Tremilia. 


Lucia. Never tell me, Tremilia, you hate the World, tis 
contradicting Nature amd too much H Tora Wonz 
to pretend to, we muſt love it--j-1t's Pleaſures are To various, 
To enticing, We differ with Relations, lite the firmeſt Friend- 
fhip, part with our Reputations, and even pawn our Religion 
for Love, and thoſe other darling Creatiors the World af- 
fords. | | BE 

Tremilia. Which are but tantalizing Amuſements that de- 
bauch our Genius when they are once over, and Fatigue allows 
us a ſerious interval; with what regret do we reflect upon cu 
Folly. in letting our Appetites govern our Reaſon, and li 
the Sirens Song charm us into Ruine. 3 

Lucia. Fee y S0 Tit as we loath Foo 
upon a full Stomach ; but tis as rational to reſolve never to re 
freſh Nature one way as the other. | Thoſe Thoughts, Tremilia, 
are more the cftect of Spleen than Wiſdom. I have had the 
Spleen my ſelf, have nauſeated the Town, and every Diver- 
ſion, been chagrin to that Degree, I have loath'd my ſelf, but 
thoſe Vapours ſoon vaniſh'd, and the firſt agreeable Opportu- 
nity the ſmiling World offer d reconcil'd me. Never pretend 
an Odium to Flcaſure, it betrays your Judgment, and is either 


; | Hypo- 


* 
— 


4 


Hypocriſy to enjoy it more ſecretly, or elſe for want of a 


means to enjoy it, more than real Averſion. | 1 


Tremilia, But what are thoſe Pleaſures, Lucia, ſo infallably 
irreſiſtable, beyond Fame, Friendſhip or Religion ? Pleaſures 
that conſiſt with Reaſon, cannot exceed a Quiet Mind, yet e- 
ven 1n that Caſe they are not juſtifiable, it ſhows the ill Root 
of thoſe noble Virtues, and the weakneſs of our Senſes to be 
ſo eaſily enſnar d. 

Lucia. Every thing is bewitching. What think you of 
Love 1remilia? How faint a Paſſion is Friendſhip, or that of 
Kindred, ſick and wavering, like the Moon, when the Sun- 
ny Rays of Love dart into our Souls! Love governs every 
Senſe, every Affection, every Principle truckles to that more 


noble Paſſion. | 4 


| Nature gave a Senſe only to undergo the Pain of lofing it?. 
Who, deſtitute of Thought or Conduct, are blindly led by a 


* 
n. 


miſguiding Phantom, and fancy themſelves the only happy, {1 —- 


" "Tremilia, Contuſions! Noiſes ! That teaze Retirement, and 


ſlites the World, and is indifferent to all it's Changes; neither 
_ raviſh 
greateſt Misfortune----The Fears! The Jealouſies! The Racks! 

And the Eternal Diſquiets of Love----Oh, Lucia, if Love be : 
the only Happineſs to recommend the World, tis what we 
ought the moſt to hate it ſor. vs 
| * What chink you then of the General Diverſions? 
ie Aſſembly? The Mall? And the Ring? They are Fancies 
trifling to diſturb; pleaſe us for the preſent, and are ne- 
ver thought of but when enjoy d. F 


only eccho in an empty Head; eſpecially the Ring, that's the 
moſt inſipid of Diverſions; A Whirligig, that ſhows the gid- 
dy Brains of thoſe that frequent it; theres not ſo much as 
Converſation, and the whole Deſign of the Rendezvous is to 

make a gaudy Appearance, and ſtare one another out of Coun- 
tenance. | 


Z Lucia. 


—TremiliaFBut how pity'd are-Love- Sick Perſons, to whom. 5 


whilſt others think em. the worſt of Madmen. I How ealy- is j 
the Mind that's free from Love, and every other Paſſion, that 


d with any ſeeming Happineſs, nor yet dejected by the | j 
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(645) 
Lucia. But the Play, Tremilia. 


Tremilia. Is a Counterpart to all the reſt, there Folly is cov 


py'd out by Art, as if the World were ſo bewitch'd with the 


extravagancy of Rediculouſneſs, it muſt be ſtudy'd to pleaſe 
em; and a Coxcomb that plays the Fool Extempore, does it not 
enough in perfection. 8 | 

Lucia. The Stage, Tremilia, being to reform, ought to ex- 
poſe a Fool in the livelieſt Colours, that Folly may ſeem more 
odious, and that ſort of Buſſoonery ſhou'd. be moſt accepta- 
ble, becauſe tis only a Repreſentation; for a real Fool moves 
our Sorrow. Any thing that's artfully imitated is encourag'd 
by ingenious Perſons, beſides the good intention of correct- 
ing. 


* 


Tremilia. Reformation's a meer Pretence to deceive the Wi- 


ſer ſort that wou'd fain ſuppreſs the Stage but were it To, Po- 
3 TrFTootwaitnemilelves to pretend to correct others, Tike 
vitious Clergymen, tho their Doctrine be never ſo Orthodox, 
*tis always flighted , becauſe their Actions contradict their 
cia, to reform Is the Ieaſt Aim of the Poet, 
tis to pleaſe, to indulge the Fancy, and to ſooth the Appetite, 
The Beau is not to expoſe Foppery: but a Pattern of Dreſs: 
The Stage gives the Faſhions, and Vice is repreſented more for 
Example than Redicule. 5 
Lucia. That, Tremilia, is as the Audience take it; if their 
corrupt Natures will make a vitious Uſe of what is virtuouſſy 
meant, it ought not to prejudice the Noble Deſign. But if 
you are ſo averſe even to the Repreſentation, of a Fool, how 


will you bear the Impertinence of two Originals? I ſee, Mr. 
Quibble and Mr. Pun advancing ; for my part, I am eaſie in all 
Company; for ſhou'd every Coxcomb I meet with have Pow 
er todiſcompoſe my Temper, this Town wou'd never let me 

de in Humour; beſides, tis letting a Fool be too fignificant. 

| Tremilia, That, indced, ſhows a Command of your Temper. 


I muſt confeſs, Lucia, I envy your Happineſs in that, but not 
at all in your Diverſions. 


8 
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(a7 ) 
Enter Quibble and Pun. 


Lucia. So, Gentlemen, you are Criticiſing on the Com- 
pany: Woe be to the Reputations of the Ungenteel, for the 


Multitude always folloy the Cenſure of the judicious few. 


Quibble. Truly, Madam, here's ſuch Stuff; tis hardly . 
worth a Body's Obſervation { Tor the Women, chere none but 
a parcel] of {tiff City Ladies with tawdry Breaſt-knots, and Pat- 


— — 


tens, and trolloping Exchange-Wenches with Fourbula Scarffs, 


like the Houſines of a Saddle: And for the Me Pan and ] Wa 
cou'd hardly keep one another in Countenance, wonder the 


Centinels an't order d to let in none but Gentlemen, and what 
are well dreſt. | 

Lucia. There wou'd be abundance kept out, Sir, that have 
a very good Opinion of themſelves. | 

_ Why, really, Madam, the Mobb are very con- 
celte 

Tremilia. 1 find, then, you are only for an outward Ap- - 

rance: I ſhou'd value a Man more for his Converſation than 
bis Cloaths. | a> He 

QAuibble. O dear, Madam, you are of a quite different Opi- 
nion from the reſt of the World: The Beau Monde always re- 
ſpect People moſt, for their Airs, and their Dreſs; beſides, all 

e Converſation a Gentleman ſhou'd have, is to talk of the 


_Town, the Modes, and the Ladies, and to have a pretty ſort 


of Satyr Wit. .. 3 Nen at 
” Pur. Indeed, Madam, Quibble ſays true, for to diſcourſe 
upon any learned Subject, looks as if one ſtudy d; and Study 
is only for People of Profeſſions, and a Profeſſion is almoſt as 
ſcandalous as a Trade. 7. nk e 
JTyemilia. The Difinition then you give of a Gentleman, is 
to be very illiterate, a living Statue that talks, yet ſays nothing; 
Important to himſelf, and uſeleſs to all the World beſide. 
Lucia. You are a Stranger, Tremilia, to the Character of a 
Gentleman, tis vulgar to concern one's ſelf with the Manage- 
ment of the World, Men of Eſtates ſhou d only conſult their 
; Pleaſures, 


(4) 


Pleaſures, and enjoy the Fruits of meaner Labours, and 10 far 
a fine Gentleman agrees with a fine Statue; to adorn the World 
as that does the Garden. 
2vibble. Your Ladyſhip has the true Idea of a Gentlemar 
Lie. JBelides, Learning 18 a force upon Nature ; anda Gen- 
tleman's nderſtanding 15, too keen to be opposd.; the leaf 
Oppoſition wou'd turn: the edge of it, JO eres Mr. Mil- 


7 


om L. af Told, Mr. Quibble, you are his Rival; the only 


way to oblige me, is by your Parts; lets ſee how prettily you 
can banter him. 

Quibble. But if he ſhou'd be defperate, Madam ? 

Lucia. That's only upon a Fit of Jealouſie. This Place is 
too publick to give him any ſuch Occaſion. 

+0 Fw, you muſt aſſt i: me with your Wit. 

pe 351) | | LAſide to Pun. 
FI How Wilſon, and Railton. 

Lucia, Conquering, Mr. Witſon--If you give your ſelf Gach 
violent Airs, Sir, you'll ſubdue all the Ladies. 

Quibble. We muſt petition Mr. Wilſon, Madam, to moderate 
coi little, for twou d be unkind to engroſs all the Beauties 

R | 

Pun. That's ſomewhat unreaſonable, Quibble, for every 
Man loves to.appear with the moſt Advantage, when he finds 
his Airs encourag d; but the Misfortune is to branch forth to 
the utmoſt, and not be taken notice of. 8 

Quibble. That indeed, Pur, is provoking, to dreſs, ” and 
ſtudy for great Airs, and yet have an indifferent Perſon run 4 


way with one's Miſtreſs. | 
Pan. But what is worſt of all, uibble, is to be banter d 5 


and laugh'd at for ones Pains. But Mr. Wilſon is a Pattern of 


re we muſt not pretend, Quibble to ye with 


him. 
Gubble. Ha, ha, ha, * wou'd make one die, ha, ha, ha. 


Pu. Lord, Quibble, how can you laugh ſo, ha, ha, ha. You 
hee, 8 ano s are merrily diſpos d, ha, ha, ha. 
c | 22 
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Wilſon. This is beyond all Sufferance! Ye impudent Brace 


of Coxcombs, K. en.] get ye to your Maſters, and copy 
Declarations, ye Scoundrels. 

Pu. Pray, Sir, don't pretend to kick us, Sir. 

Wilſon. Why, what will you do, Sir. ; 
_  Ruibble, Why, Sir, we wear Swords, Sir, and------will ar- 
reſt you for an Aſſault, and Battery, Sir. | 


[Exennt Quib. and Pun. 


Lucia. I thought, Sir, you had too much Senſe to be mov d 
with any thing a Fool cou'd ſay. 

Wilſon. But a Man's Folly ought not to protect him from 
being kick d for his Impudence, and I'm ſorry, Madam, your 
Genius cou d ſtoop ſo low, to be entertained with ſuch Com- 


y. 
Lucia. Its a ſign, Sir, your Choler ſtoop d very low, to be 
touch d with ſuch Satyr. 


Railton. Pray, good People drop chis Subject, I'm ſure tis 


too low for a Controverſy. What Diverſion does the Park af- 
ford you, Ladies? 5 
Tremilia. A goodly Appearance, Sir, People dreſs d in all 
the Gayety of a Court-Ball, and like Cloths there perhaps not 
half paid for ; and ſome will ſtarve their Inſide to adorn their 
Out. x | „ 
Railton. You know, Madam, we mimick the French in eve- 
ry thing; and they'll pinch a whole Week for a Jubilee Sun- 
x | | | 


| — The Pride of the World is very unaccountable, 


that for a little ſuperfluous Decking, will part with all the o- 


ther Neceſſaries of Life. | . 

Lucia. You are ſo Superſtitious, Tremilia; if People become 
their Dreſs, I know not why they ſnou d not allow themſelves 
2 little Ornament. Indeed to ſee a frightful Creature ſet out like 
my Lady Mayoreſs on Eaſter- Monday, is a waſt of good Cloaths, 
and ſuch do affect a Singularity of ſhow. I have ſeen a fat City 
Lady tawdrily dreſs d in the Year of her Shrievalty.clbow into 
the Box, as if ſhe had a Prerogative of Place, becauſe ſhe claims 
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all the Fools in this. 


(9) 


it in the City; z and wo d rather pay a double Price, than not 


have the Front Seat. 

Railton. Nay, fone 90 to Church too only to be enn 
knew a Proctor's Wife of the Commons us d to ſend her hy 
man every Sunday to keep her a Front. Seat in the Box at Pauls. 

ilſan. T wonder, the Play-houſe is not divided here as the 
Theatre at Rome us to be, where every one fat according to 
his reſpective Quality, and not as he was able to pay. But all 
this Contention, this Preſſing, and this Degrading amongſt 
the Ladies, is only for love of the Men. 

Lucia. To be admir d by the Men, I grant you, Sir; for 
from one another we only expect envy; ſo on the contrary, 
you endeavour an approbation from the Ladies, yet (till tis to 
pleaſe your ſelves. 

Wilſez. So tis in all Caſes, Madam, even in Love it ſelf; for 
tho' a fair Lady raiſes our Paſſion, yet Love is a pleaſing Satis- 
faction, that redounds to our ſelves. [Aſide] I have a Mind 
Railton ſhou'd try Tremilia's Virtue ; now is a-good Opportu- 
nity. [To Lxcia.] Shall we move into another Walk, Madam, 
and ſee what Figures that yeilds ? 

Lucia. I don't much care if I do. I think we have perus d, 

0 TIO [Exennt Wilſon and Lucia. 

Railton. | Aſide. ] Ha! left us! This is a lucky Opportunity 
indeed! Sure twas not Wilſor's doing; he cou'd not have fo 
much Good Nature to forward another Body's Amour, when 
his own's ſo backward. It muſt be Lucia s. Perhaps Tremilia 


— 


and ſhe contriv'd it before. I'll encourage that Thonght: 


There Honour prompts me as well as Love. 


Tremilia. What, are Mr. Wilſon, and Lucia fled ? Which 


way did they go. Mr. Railton? lets follow em. 


Railton. No, Tremilia, let them feed their Eyes with the 
falſe food of gazing, and trifle away their Time in Whimſies, 
we'll ſurfeit on more raviſhing Delights. Lets retire into yon- 
der Walk, tis duskiſh here, there the thickneſs of the Trees 


has made it quite dark, and a Fit Revepteble for Lovers. 


[ Preſſrng. 


Tremil 14. 


(51) 
Tremilia. Not. ſo faſt, Mr. Railton, I'm for none of your 


Deeds of Darkneſs ; my Actions are always viſible to the Light, 


and need not bluſh to own the Day. 

Railton. But Love, Tremilia, is the Prerogative of Night: 
Nature needs no Guide ; That Solemnity requires obſcureſt 
Shades, no Light to expoſe the Bluſhes of the Nymph, nor 
Noiſe to interrupt the filent Bliſs. Prithee no more, you 
know not what Happineſs you reſiſt.  [Preſſang. 

Tremilia. You jeſt, Sir. 

Railton. I muſt confeſs, Tremilia, Love is but a Jeſt ; but 1 
am very much in earneſt about that Jeſt. Forbear this trifling ; 
- Coynels as ill becomes a Woman of Beauty as Covetouſneſs does 
a Man of Riches ; nay, worſe, for Riches may decreaſe by giv- 
ing, but Love increaſes Beauty; tis want of that makes the fair 
Nymph grow pale, loſcs her Colour, and her youthful bri ght- 
neſs, her Eyes look dim, and give a ſickly Light like Lamps 
expiring for want of Oyl; but Love adds Luſtre to the Cheeks: 
The Noble Juice feeds every vital Part, and the faint Nymph 
revives, beauteous like Venus or Aurora Tis what Nature 
craves. | | [Striving. 
Tremilia. Nay, if you carry the Jeſt too far, tis time to grow 
-: ſerious, I know your attempt of my Virtue is grounded upon 


my want of Fortune, but d you think my Soul is not as great 


without thoſe worldly Ornaments. Is it in Gold to purify our 
FE Principles? FThoſe that are puff d by that to virtuous Thoughts, 
are govern'd more by Pride than real Virtue; true Virtue ap- 

pears brighteſt when alone, like a Gloe- worm that only ſhines 
by Ng... 

Reailton. But Virtue, Tremilia, is a ſlender Fortune to re- 
commend a Lady to a Husband Men are not quite ſo ſotted 
to marry upon a Philoſophical Portion, Gold may entice a Man, 
there's matter of Fact, and under thoſe hopes a Woman of 
Fortune may keep her Virtue, but ſhe that has none can have 
no ſuch Expectations; and as for eternal Chaſtity in a Woman, 
*tis beyond my beliet. 

Tuemilia. Why ſo-----Women of Conſideration, even thoſe 
that have Fortunes, reckon it the happieſt State, thaſe whom 
7 | + . 33- 0h : Heav'n 
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Heav'n has not ſo largely Ge muſt certainly remain unſþot- 
ted; for a Wonnn of any Principles « can find no real Content- 
ment in vitious Love 
ut gatelle! You have too much Senſe to harbour 
ſuch Chimera's ; Virtue's an Impoſlibility, the moſt rigid halt 
in the Performance, * 'tis Air, Whimſy, a Jeſt, every Citizen's | 
Wife pretends tot. / Tm impatient, and can hear no more ; 
you argue againſt your Reaſon, and your Nature, you muſt 
love, you were made to love, and your Speech faulters when 
you, ſtrive to oppoſe it. [Striving. 
Tremilia. You cannot be ſo inhumane. | 
Railton. No, Tremilia, [ll Ls umme: convince vou Of 
our Error ; thoſe vain'de ci that under a falſe 
1dez of Honor Fakyour Soul # and give you Tubſtantial, ma- 
erial Pleaſyre--— I'm all Fire, all Flame, and can contain no 
longer. [Striving to force her off: 
Tremilia. Horror Diſtradtion ! O all ye are there 
none near? Help, help. 


Euter Freeman with his Sword Wome. . 


3 Hold, Villain. Ha Railion and Tremilia, 
Railton draws bis Sword. 
| Railton. Freeman !- Confuſion), Had. it been any body elſe, 


I'd ſoon have ſtopt his Power, rather than have loſt the lucky 
Minute. Ie. 


Freeman. Impious Wretch ! How cou'd you attempt ſo baſe 
an Action! 

Railton. Faith, Will, tis what you'd have done your ſelf 
upon ſo happy an Opportunity. To be left alone with a fair 
Lady, and carry it coldly, is ſcandalous to a Man of Spirit. 

Freeman. But a Rape is the worſt of Scandals. - To endea- 


Vvour to force a Ladies Virtue, is impious to the laſt Degree. 

"Love is never ſwect, but when” reciprocal; A fored EIT: 
ment can afford no datisfaction, and is more Brutality than | 
Loy adam, how came you to truſt your Telt ingly With 


him ? You had a better Opinton of his Honor it ſeems than 
he deſerv d. | Tremilia, 
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2 
Tremilia. I never imagin d his Principles ſo baſe, Sir, tho 
he has often jeſted after that manner; yet his Company was 
not my Choice; Mr. Wilſon and Lucia left us unobſer wd, and 
he detain d me by force. 


Enter Wilſon and Lucia. 


Wilſon. W hats the matter, good People? 
Lucia. Ha! Swords drawn, and Tremilia diſorder'd. 
[ They put up their Swords. 
Railton. Nothing, Madam, but a Lady had like to have 
been raviſh'd, and call'd out a little lowder than ſhe wou'd 
have done, if ſhe had thought any body cou d have heard 
her. 5 5 
Freeman. Monſter! mo 535 
Lacie. Sure, this was your Intention, Mr. Wilſoz, in draw- 
ing me away ; I thought they had followed us till we were 
out of ſight. 2 
Wilſon. So did I, Madam, upon my Word, I had no other 
Deſign than Variety of Diverſion. | 
Lycia. Cou'd I think you were acceſſary to any thing ſo 
diſhonourable, 'twou'd very much leſſen my Eſteem. 
Freeman. Madam, ſhall I beg leave to * you, tho tis 
impoſſible to have a ſufficient Guard for fo great a Charge of _ 
Virtue, . F 85 N 
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The better to keep Vice from being known 


Virtue each Libertine's Pretence is grown, . 
But real Virtue is an Action ſhown. . 
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The End ef the Forth A. 
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. ome & T. V. Scene I. 


. Freeman. 


Free. WV ſtrange Diſorders has the Man that loves 
What tedious , reſtleſs Hours! what jarring 
| Thoughts! 
Hopes, Fears, Diſpairs, Convulſions, Fevers, Agues, 
And all the Symptoms of a Diſtemper d Mind; 
Uneaſie to himſelf, and tireſom to the World. 
"What cou d create this Paſſion ? Is it Beauty ? 


Hers mov'd not me. 
Tho ſhe has Beauty Beauty's but a Fancy, 


And every Beauty hurts not every Breaſt. 
What is it then? Tis Virtue. Oh, the Sound, 
Is lofty, Gad-like, and commands my Soul; 
Tis not 2 Face, a Shape, a Voice, _— 
Thoſe fading Charms that wound an. eafie Breaſt, 
-Virtue's a Dart that ſtrikes an awful Love; 
1 wy at diſtance, ſaw the Force he us d; 


Heard all his Arguments, ſaw her Repulſe, 5 
Her matchleſs Virtue, and ſeeing ned. 0 51d e 


Is there ſuch Pow'r in Virtue then? There is. 
I feel the God tormenting every part 
TW et ſtill he has choſe the nobleſt, worthieſt Charm. 


(ee 4 Eier Wilſon. 


Wilſon. Will Freeman! What, muſing? Thou haſt been 
conning over ſomec\damn'd-, muſty. Authors now , that have 
teaz d thy Brain with crabbed Notions. Prithee leave this 
dull Study, and be ſociable. 

Freeman. Oh, Ned, had I read more, and let my Eyes have 
wandred leſs, I bad never ſeen the Object of my Diſquiet. 


Wilſon. 


„ + 
Milſon. Why, thou art not in Love, fure ? 
Freeman. Tis too true, Ned. 151 TER, | 

Wilſon. Ha, ha, ha: Nay then Women are Witches indeed, 
if Philoſophical Freeman, that was Proof to all their Charms, 
is enſnar'd at laſt, Prithee what Miracle of the Sex is this late- 
ly dropt from the Clouds, with more Power than all the reſt 
had before. 9 4 

Freeman. There you are right: A Miracle of her Sex in- 
deed! She has a Power too ſtrong to be withſtood. A charm 
wou d move an Adamantine Breaſt. Oh Tremilia ! ¶ Sigbing. 

Wilſon. Tremilia ! Thou art craz d indeed. If this be the 
Effect of Books, Ignorance protect me. What's the meaning 
of this ſudden Rapture ! Tremilia ! a Quaker! One that has 
no Fortune. True, her Perſon's tolerable enough ; but you 
never expreſs'd any Paſſion for her till now, nor was it rea- 
ſonable you ſhou'd. 

Freeman. Nor had any, till I ſaw her Virtue! That gave 
the Wound. Beauty's the leaſt prevailing Snare to me; tho 
her great Soul makes me admire her Perſon ; yet were ſhe de- 
form'd, Virtue, like the -Sun, wou'd ſhine through every 
Cloud. i f 

Milſan. But that's not the firſt Bait to catch a Lover; it may 
ſecure one; for without it a Woman wou'd be odious ; but 
were Virtue the only thing that's ſought, we might as well ad- 
mire the Old and Ugly. 

Freeman. Your Opinion, Ned, is Erroneous; that Virtue's 
not a Principle, but a Force; there Vice wants not Inclination 
but Attack. | 

Wilſon. Yours, Will, is more uncharitable : But your Book- 
iſh Virtuoſo ſort of People are generally very particular. 


Enter Railton. 


Prithee, Jack, joyn with me in Wonder ; Here's Will Free- 
man, that has been Seven Years acquainted with a Lady, with- 
out having any Affection for her Perſon, is at laſt fallen in 
Love with her purely for her Virtue. 


Railion. 


(K 

Railton. That's a Sign of a diſtemper'd Appetite, indeed: 
on like a Woman with Child, that longs for a thing out of 
Seaſon. 

Freeman. Thou, I'm fare, art Virtue's greateſt Enemy. A A 
Brute, and my Blood curdles at thy fight. [Ex 

Rail. Hey day, what's the matter now ? | 

Milſon. Twas your Attempt in the Park occafion'd both his 
Love to Tremilia, and his Diſtaſte to you. [I had like to have 
prejudic'd my ſelf too by favouring it; we'll get him to the 
Tavern, expel this Whimſy, and reconcile you: Wine's aa 
only thing to drown Love and Anger. 

Railton, Here's a Rout with a virtuous Jade! Commend me 
to a 9 Whore. Exeum. 


Ezter Quible, and Pun. 


- Pun. Dishlood, Quibble, to be kick d before the Ladies! 

Quibble. Nay, and abus d too. To bid us go home, and 
copy Declargons, for evey Body to know we were Lawyers 
Clerks---What fhall we do Pur ? 

Pun. Do? Why, we'll ſend him a Challen ge to provide his 
Second, and meet us to morrow morning at Roſamonds-Pond, 

Quibble. But what if he ſhon'd, Pum: by 

Pun. Why, we wont go, Quabble. 

Quibble. But then we ſhall be call'd Cowards, Pur. 

Pun. So we ſhall, Quibble, if we put it up. : 

Quibble. This it is now to have too much Wit; if you had 
not been ſo violently witty, Pun, we had come off with more 
Honour. 

Pun. Why, you know, Quibble, a Body can't hel the Ex- 
ceſs of one Part. But Fl tell you what we'll do; if he were 
a Gentleman, he'd have had more Breeding ; therefore we 
won't diſhonour our Swords with him; but, as Gentlemen 
do, give a Porter a Crown to thraſh him. 

- 2uibble. I think that's the beſt way; for ſhou'd we be kill d, 
Pun, To know twou d mightily diſturb the, Ladies. 


Pur. Hang 


* 
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Pur. 5 Rs bim, a pitiful Raſcal, he is not worth Gentle- 
3 men's taking m notice of. [Strutting, and offering to go ont. 


Enter Pert. 


Pert. Oh! 3 my Ladys 8 ſo entag d at the affront 

Mr. Wilſon gave you, ſhe reſolves never to ſee him more; and 
to compleat her Fury, Mr. Quibble, ſays, ſhe'll marry you pre- 
ſently. 

Gasol A Thouſand Pound for the News; that's better 
than all, Pur, [ Aſide to Pun.] Indeed, Mrs. Pert, 'twas very 
rude ; but I never value thoſe things ; 'tis a Credit to one's Wir 
to vex Folks, like a blazing Fire that ſcorches; but I was a- 
fraid Pun wou'd fly into a Paſſion; for Honour makes him 
ſo cholorick, and fighting might have trighted the Ladies: but 
where ſhall I meet her, Mrs. Pert? 

Pert. D'you know ever a Parſon hereabouts ? 

Quibble. Yes, yes, I have an Uncle, a Curate, hard by 
Pur, Pun, run to my Uncle Piſcaſock quickly, and deſire him 
to be at home. 

Pert. I'll conduct you, then, Mr. Auibble, to the corner my 
Lady has appointed, and as ſoon as I have given her notice, 
ſhell follow yon out in a Mask. 

Quibble. I'm raviſh'd! This is beyond a Ball- night. Now 
for an Appearance. [Exennt Quibble with Pert. 

Pun. 1 wou'd'nt but ha'been Kkick'd for the World! Me- 
thinks I'm as glad as if 'twere long Vacation. The Ladies al- 
ways reſent the Injuries done to the Beaux, becauſe they know 
it is not their Talent to fight. - I can but laugh to think, how 
ſheepiſh IVilſon will look when he ſees Quibble come leading 


her 1 in with an Air. | (Evi 


Ene Freeman, and Tremilia. 


Ai, Ob! Tremilia, cou . d Speech ſufficiently declare my 
Paſſion, I cou d talk on for ever, but my Tongue's: too feeble 
for ſo great a Task, my Thoughts, too precipitouſly ſtrive for 
5. [ utterance, 


utterance, and confuſe my Words, my Eyes, my Sighs, my 
Looks, every Motion, every Gefture, is a Language of my 
Love. | | 

Tremilia. J ought not, Sir, to refuſe you any thing, I have 
contracted a debt to great to pay, but ſhou'd I take advantage 
of your weakneſs, which at preſent has ſubdu'd your Reaſon, 
twou d be the higheſt Ingratitude. 

Freeman. Honour, Madam, is it's own Reward; Humanity 
requires no Recompence; yet take it as a debt, if twill conduce 
you but to harbour Love, and your generoſity can allow ſo 
Wil great returns. F Is 
bt Tremilia. What is there, Sir, in my poor Merit to move 
14 : you ? I want the Air, the Gayity, the Finery of the Age. 

Freeman. Your Thoughts, Tremilia, are above thoſe Tri- 
fles; tis only the vain, the empty, that dreſs; an outward Or- 
nament is but to varniſh a defective Mind, which to the Wiſe 
expoſes Folly more, and their Endeavours ſerve but to delude 
thoſe more ignorant than themſelves. 

Tremilia. Cuſtoms, and Modes, Sir , are obſerv'd even by 
ſome of Senſe; and to lite all thoſe Charms for one that's 
plain, "a ſingular, wou d loſe your Character, and affront the 
World. | 

Freeman. The Wiſe, Tremilia, wou'd admire me for't ; 
twou'd be the greateſt Glory of my Choice,and even theVain- 
eſt ſeeing their fruitleſs Pains, wou'd leave their Pride, and 
follow your Example. je OE | ; 

Tremilia. But the greateſt obſtacle is, I have no Fortune, 4 
Family ſnou d ne'er increaſe without increaſe of Riches, youn- 
ger Children wou'd diminiſh the antient Stock without a Mo- 
ther's Potion to provide: beſides, Sir, conſider the Reflections 
you will bring both upon your ſelf, and me; Relations look 
with ſcorn upon an under Match, and tho' my circumſtances 
are but mean, I have a Spirit cou'd not bear a Check. | 

Freeman. I have enough, ufe not ſuch frivolous Excuſes. If 

Gold happen to joyn with Love, tis well; if not, it ought not 
to hinder Lovers, when either hath a Competence for Nature: 

a Marriage wrought by Portion and Eſtate, is „ 

| ; | | ve. 


(399) 
Love. Oh! Rack my Soul no more with theſe Pretences; you 
nuiſt Tremilia, you ſhall be mine. 

Tremilia. I cannot, Sir, Oh! think, debate the matter, Rea- 
ſon ſhou'd ſtifle an unequal Flame, few Marriages but one Day 
are repented, and when ſo many Cauſes interpoſe, tis too much 
raſbneſs, the Hony Moon once paſt, you'll grow tir'd with the 
ſame dull Company, curſe me, and hate your ſelf. 

Freeman. Oh, name it not. 1 

Tremilia. My Temper is quite oppoſite to yours, I love a 
private, Solitary Life, Viſiting and Acquaintance wou'd be a 
Hurricane to me. | 

Freeman. You are not Moroſe, Tremilia, you ſhall oblige 
my Humour, and I yours; we'll ſet the World a Pattern of 
good Nature, and ſhow there are a Couple can agree. Come, 
defer my Heav'n no longer ; ſhall I prevail ? 

Tremilia. I muſt confeſs, I do not hate you, Sir, ſomewhat 
of Love as well as Gratitude wou'd induce me; but rather than 
make you unhappy, I'd reſiſt it. | 

Freeman. Oh, never. You are my only Peace, my laſting 
Happineſs, diſperſe theſe bluſhing Fears, too much baſhfulneſs 
is a Fault. | 


The modeſteſt may own a Virtuous Love, 
'Tis Honourable, and decreed Above. 
[ Draws her off half yeilding. 


Enter Wilſon, and Lucia. 


Licia. Im grievouſly vext, Mr. Wilſon about this Accident 
To happen ſo unluckily----That we ſhou'd give him Room 
for his Villany------She cou'd not think I was privy tot. 

Wilſon. Never perplex your ſelf, Madam, all will be well; 
the Intent indeed was barbarous, but Freeman reſcu'd her Op- 
portunely. Her Virtue has quite Love-ſtruck him, he walks 
up and down in as much Doubt and Diſorder as a young Poet, 
during the firſt Performance of his Play ; talks nothing but 

$2 | Sentences 
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Sentences ; and, I ſuppoſe, the next thing you'll hear i is, the; 


are marry d. 
- Liciz. But how will. Railton blot out his Diſhonour. 
-Wilſor. He's not at all aſham'd, Madam, and wou'd Endea- 
vour'it a ſecond time, upon the like Advantage he thinks tis 


the Part of a Man to be very amorous, and that the Ladies 


will like him the better for't. 
Lucia. Laſcivious Brute ! 


Bs Railton, Juſtice Goſs, and Miranda. 


Railton. *T was unkind, Mr. Juſtice, to ſteal a Wedding with 
my Cozen. 
. Gooſe. Lovers, Mr. Railtor, ought to flip no Occaſion; 


I found the Lady ſorwhat inclining, and like a Man of Cou- 
rage puſht it home. 


Railton. You were always very mettleſome. 
Lucia. Miranda, and the Juſtice marry'd! I thought there 


was a Deſign in their ſeperating ſo much from the Company : 
But I never expected ſo ſudden a Concluſion. 


Miranda. J muſt confeſs, dear Lucia, twas ſomewhat too 
raſh. A State for Life requir'd more Conſi deration; but Mr. 
Juſtice took me at an Advantage, the rediculous Fopperics of 
the Park render d the Gallantries of Youth ſo nauſeous, his 


' Wiſdom: aud Gravity were over-perſwading, 


Wilſon. I wiſh you both all Satisfaction, 
Railion. I hope, Miranda, you'll have a little more Diſcre- 


tion than ſome Wives, to tell your Husband every thing, 


Ale to Miranda. 

Miranda. That Caution, Mr. Railton, is needleſs; tho a 
Woman has not Power to keep other Peoples Secrets, ſhe has 
ſeldom ſo little Prudence to betray her own. But how ſhall I 
excuſe my Fortune ? L Aſide. 
Railton. That, indeed, may cauſe ſome Scufſle; old Folks 
are ſooner cheated of any thing than their Money; ; but we'll 


put on the beſt Aſſurance. 


\ 
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Enter Freeman, and Tremilia. 


Freeman. I'm tranſported | Ned Wilſon, Madam Lucia, Ms: 
randa and Mr. Juſtice too, all my Friends, congratulate my Hap- 
pineſs. This Noble Lady's pleas d to call me Husband. 

Wilſon. We all rejoyce at your good Fortune, Mill, and have 
a Friendly Sympathy. | | | 

Miranda. This is as haſty a Match as ours. [ Afde. 

| Lucia .You, Tremilia, have (trove to ſhun the World, and 
yet have found it's greateſt Bleſſing, a good Husband and a 
Eſtate, without either a Fortune, or the inſinuating Airs of 
our Sex ; yet cou'd your Felicity be greater, true Friends will 
never envy you. 

Tremilia. I have always found you fo, Dear Lucia, and 
muſt beg your Pardon I have ſo long difſembl'd with you; 
but now the Plot is ripe for a Diſcovery, and I'm to tell the 
World I'm no Quaker. x | 

AA. No Quaker. | 

Tremilia. My Father dy'd when I was very young, leaving 
me Heireſs to a Thouſand Pound a Year, and by his Will 


committed me to the Care of an Uncle, who had moral Prin- 


ciples, tho' of the Sect of Quakers ; my Youth made him 
force me to put on this Apparel, tho' I alter'd not my Speech, 
and my Compliance gain d ſo much Affection, that he dying 
ſoon after without Children, added conſiderably to my Eſtate. 
Being now left to the open World, too young to govern my 


ſelf, and having no Relations to aſſiſt me, I grew very thought- 
ful. Reading and Converſation taught me the Deceitfulneſss 


of Men, how many pretended Love meerly for a Portion; 
and that an Eſtate was often a greater means to ruine a Wo- 
man than make her happy. I refolv'd therefore to conceal: my 
Fortune, and continue in this Habit, that -I might give the 
World no occaſion to talk or enquire after me, and either to 
live fingle, or not to marry till I found a Man, whoſe Addreſ. 
ſes were out of pure Love; ſuch a Lover, if he had nd E- 
ſtate, might have been bleſsd with mine; and if I were ſo 

* fortunate 
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tortunate to be thought worthy of a Man with an Eſtate, then 
a Diſcovery of mine, and an Alteration of my Habit, wou'd 
be a ſufficient Return for his Affection. | 
Freeman. Immortal Goodneſs ! Sure ſome Angel ſpoke ! 
Diſtracting Extaſie ! A Trance of Joy ! Ye Gods ſapport my 
Raptutes ! Had Heav'n ſuch a Wife in ſtore for me. 
. Tremilia an Heireſs! No Quaker! Surpriſes | Dreams! 
Tremilia. The Writings, Sir, all in my own Cuſtody, will 
confirm the Truth of my Words. | 
Freeman. Unparallell'd Excellence! Oh ! let me kneel to a- 
dore thy Sacred Mind, thou more than Angel. [ Kneels. 
Tremilia. That Poſture; Sir, does not become a Husband. 
Wilſon. You are bleſs d indeed, Will. | 
Faſt. Gooſe. 1 thought ſhe was one of the wet fort of Qua- 
kers, they'll all change their Dreſſes in time. [Afae. 
Lacia. Deareſt Tremilia, if my poor Worth may preſume to 
claim our former Friendſhip, let it have now a ſtricter Tye 
than ever. I always valu d you, but I muſt now pay Homage 
to your Goodnels. | . T2 
Tremilia. You confound me, Lucia, with Kindneſs, 
Wilſon. Thoſe that admire Heav'n , Madam, muſt admire 
you ; but tho all may applaud your great Example, few will 
have ſo much Government and Denial to imitate it. | 
Miranda. [| Aſide) How conſpicuous a thing is Virtue! what 
ſolid Satisfaction does it bring! what reverence has Tremilia ! 
how like the Sun that darts unblemiſh'd Rays, ſhe ſtands ad- 
mir'd by the inferiour World! methinks when I look on her 
I loath my ſelf for all my former Practices, yet tis not too late 
to repent, and if kind Heav'n but conceal my Crimes, I'll at- 
tone em with the ſtricteſt Life, ſtrive to love even impotence 
it ſelf, and make a more virtuous Wife than many that marry 
unſpotted. 2 BE 
Railtor. L Aſide] 1 am confounded with my Shame [ To 
Tremilia.] Madam, if one who has fo highly offended might 
dare to appear with humbleſt Penitence, I'd confeſs my 
Guilt; you are too Heav'nly to want Charity; I ſhall _— 


(6) 
bluſh for my Offence, and have a Veneration for the Sex, 4 
purer Flame for your bright Character. 
Tremilia. If I have been a means, Sir, to correct your Mo- 
rals, Fm fully recompenc'd. 
Raf iton. You are all Piety. 


J. Gooſe. Then all is well, I'm glad methinks to {ee other 
People eaſy as well as my ſelf, 


Wilſon. | To Lucia] Muſt I quite diſpair then, Madam, pine 
away for Love, and be turn'd into a Flower. 

Lucia. If it be a Janquil, Sir, I'll buy ſome of you to Rick 
in my Boſom. 

Freeman. You had better keep him alive, Madam. 

Lucia. He'll diſcover no ſecret Riches, Sir, as you have 
done ; tis the Faſhion in this Age to ubliſh the moſt. 

Wilſon. You have too great a Treaſure, Madam, for me. 

Lacia. They ſay, indeed, Marriages, like other Diſeaſes, 
are catching ; and I think, 1 do find my ſelf a little infected. 

[ Giving her Hand. 

. Wilſon. A thouſand Bleſſings for the Generous Gift. 
 Tremilia. Tis my turn now, Lucia, to congratulate you. 

Freeman. It ſeems, Mr. Juſtice, you were before-hand with 
us; I thought we ſhould” have ſet the Family an Example; 
but we muſt give place to our Elders. 

Juſt. Gooſe. Nothing of Age, Good Mr. Freeman, to new 
married People. 

Railton. Juſtice, give me thy Hand; now thou'rt ally d to 


us; a fruitful Family I affure you; and if you don't increaſe it, 


Fll have you enroll'd at Guild. ball amongſt the Herd of Fum- 
blers. 

Juſt. Gooſe. Never doubt it, Mr. Railtonz a young Wife, 
like a rich ordial, revives one's Spirits : I begi un to love youth- 
ful Airs, and youthful Sports-F Prithee let's have a Song anc 

Ale 

Lil ſon,) With all our Heartz But hold, here's more Com- 
pany. 


Euer 


J 
| 
| 

8 


F 
Enter Qu ibble and Pert mask d. 


Quilble Gentlemen and Ladies, here's the diſcreet Madam 
Lucia deſires to acknowledge her ſelf my Wife. 

Wilſon. Lucia ! What does the Fool mean? 

All. Mrs. Pert Pert en 

Quibble. O Lord ! What have I marry'd her? 

All. Ha, ha, ha. Give you Joy, Mrs. Pert. 

Lucia. You have plaid a falſe Card, Pert; tho' we divert- 
ed our (elves a little with his Folly, 'twas too hard to draw 

Him into the Nooſe of Matrimony. 

Pert. Women of my Profeſſion, Madam, generally ſtrive 
to prefer themſelves; and tis more excuſable now-a-days ; for 
a Chamber-maid's Place is grown very dull, ſince old Cloaths 
are all chang'd away for China. 

Quibble. Tam quite ruin'd! I ſhall be hooted at through all 
the Offices, and be I into the London Wg. 


Enter Pun. 


Pan. Well, Quibble, I ſent your Uncle. 
Quxibble. Ay, the Devil take you for't, Pax. | 
Pun. You are very Satyrical, Quibble. What's the Mater} ? 
[ Seeing ber.] O Lord! What has he marry'd a Chambermaid! 
* will have a world of Fortune to run away with. 
[ Abe. | 
Quibble. This tis, 8 to be govern d by your Wit: I 77 
Pun. Why, indeed, Quibble, as you ſaid, if I had had leſs 
Wat, you might have come off with more Honour. 
a. Come, come, Mr. Quibble, never be concern d, tis 
N to no purpoſe now; ſhe'Il make you an excellent Wife, will 
riſe betimes'in a N and get you your Breakfaſt” before 
you go to iVeſtminſter; beſides, ſhe'll be very helpful to Mr. 
Pur and you in your 3 if you happen to write a Play, 
ſhe has a very good Genius at a Song, or a Coupler: at the end 
of an Act. | 


Pert. 


Pert. TIl ſtrive to oblige him, Madam, ſince he has been fo 

kind to have me. . | 
Quibble. J have you! The name I marry'd was Lucia, yours 

is Abigal; come along, Pun, IIl petition the Court, and be re- 


leiv'd preſently. Exeaxt Quibble and Dun 
All Ha, ha, ha. | j Quibble and Pun 


Railtaz. This it is, when Fools run a Fortune- hunting. 
reeman. Now for the Muſick. © 


An Entertainment. 


— — 


8 [ They ſit. 


L That over, they ri e, and come forward. 
Tremilia. IJ have been ſo us'd, Mr. * to 25 — 


Garb, 1 fancy I ſhall appear ſo awkard otherwiſe, you'll be a- 
ſham'd of me; I muſt intreat Lucia to inſtruct me in her mo- 
diſh Airs. 

Lucia. You have a natural Gentility, too refin d to want In- 
ſtruction. 

Tremilia. Ell endeavour to be decent, that I may'nt diſgrace 
you, Sir, but you muſt excuſe me, if I am not the greateſt 
Beaueſs of the Age. | 

Freeman. Uſe your own Diſcretion, my Dear; I ſhall ad- 
mire you any way. Who wou'd not marry upon my Succeſs, 
tho' marriage is but a Lottery, and thouſands have a Trifle to 
one that gets the biggeſt Prize? ſuch Wives, like large Jewels, 
are ſcarce, and valuable. wth | 


But two ſuch Charms in one are ſeldom joyn'd, 


Something to pleaſe us in moſt Nymphs we find, 
A beauteons Perſon, and a beauteous Mind. 0 


— 
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8 Quibble and Pun 


Pun, Sue a few Men of Figure ſway the Town, 
And we are ſo conſiderable grown, _ 

The Poet thought it the ſecureſt way, | 

To court us two, to vindicate the Play. 

Quibble. The Max's a Judge, for he muſt needs ſucceed, e 
Who chuſes the beſt Orators to plead. = * , 
Pun. Therefore lets muſter our whole Stock of Nit; 

1 a ſhall. addreſs the 1 the +; 

Ul | ome pleaſant Strains, and try 

To — — Pa, #th' Gallery : ö 
That done, we'll to the Boxes ſhow our Parts, 
And: jomtly captivate the Ladies Hearts. 

Quibble. Nicely cut out But we muſt have a Care, 
Not to diſplay too violent an Air; | 
For tho' we'd have ſome Ladies Vidims fall, 

It might be dangerous to conquer all. | 
Pun. That's 4 vain Thought. fear we ſhall get none; 
Thoſe: killing Side-box Wiggs won't leave us one. 

Quibble. But to the Pit------This Play will never do, 

We Quibbles have ſuch curious Palates now : 
Once Dryden, Otway, Fletcher, pleas'd the Town ; 
Now nothing but The Monkey will go down : 
If ſuch great Bards, unerring, fail Succeſs, 
Our beardleſs Author can expect no leſs; 
Tet hopes twill paſs, - like other trifling Plays, 
Since Fancy ſometimes more than udgment ſways. 

Pun. The Puns, the Lawyers Clerks,and ſwarmingTribes, 
Of Profors, Filazers, and Chanc'ry Scribes, 

Who like us two, haunt Wells, and Dancing-Schools, 
And ſuch Diverſion have, to laugh at Fools; 
Ondoubtedly the Poet gains their Hearts, 

When purely to pleaſe them he wrote our Parts. 


The 


The nicer Puns-<--The Prentices I mean, 25 


Who when Shop's ſit are diſb d ont mighty clean, c 


As ſince Citts Dreſs, and ſhort Puffs came in Faſhion ; 


And at the two laſt AFs come peeping in; 
Sure never were ſuch upſtart Beaux ih Nation, 


They Xx be pleas el, for tis too low a Price, 
To think to damn a Poet for a Sice, 


Both. The Ladies. 


Tremilia. Stand by ye Fools-----That noble Theamt s my ſhare, 


Farce is a Strain too low to court the Fair; 
When to that pitch your Thoughts attempt to fly, 
Like unskill'd Icarus you ſoar too high; 

We beg the Favours by the fair Sex giv'n, 
With ſolemn awe as we petition Heav'n. 

To pleaſe them was the Poet's greateſt Care, 
He thinks in this Play, nothing can appear, 
Rude, or obſcene to grate the niceſt Ear. 

My Character, he hopes, will chiefly ode; 
The greatneſs of my Mind, you muſt approve, 
Tho' few this aiery Age the Dreſs may love; 
And ſince the Poet wou'd good Manners ſhow, 
He has made me conformable to you; 

Is ſhort----- A Word's the Moral of the Play, 
Appearance does not always get the Day ; 

e Airs, and Graces may ſome Conqueſts gain, 
Vet ſtill without em we ſhou'd not complain, 
Since they are Trifles, which the Wiſe diſdain. 
Love is not always in the Pow'r of Dreſs, 
Tho' we want Fortune, or the fineſt Face, 

And all thoſe fading Charms our Sex ſurround, 


Where Virtue ſhines, a Lover may be found. 
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